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How many pleaſant things he Ges 3 
Swear he's a moſt facetious man; 
That you and he are cup and can: 
Tou travel with a heavy load, 


And quite miſtake preferment's road. 


Hint the leaſt intereſt of your own; 


Vor. VIII. 


1 1 5 E "I 
ON THE REVEREND 
DE DEL. AN Y, 
AND HIS EXCELLENCY 
JohN LORD CARTERET. 
1729. 


\ELUDED TY whom the great 
Chuſe for companions tẽte-d-tete; 
Who at their dinners, en famille, 
Get leave to fit whene'er you will; 


Then boaſting tell us where you din d, 
And how his lordſhip was ſo kind; 


And how you laugh'd at every joxe: 


Suppoſe my lord and you alone, 


His viſage drops, he knits his brow, - 
He cannot talk of buſineſs now ; 


1 SWIFT'S POEMS: 
Or, mention but a vacant poſt, 
He'll turn it off with Name your toaſt if 
Nor could the niceſt artiſt paint 
A countenance with more conftraint. 
For, as their appetites to quench, 
Lords keep a pimp to bring a wench ; 
So men of wit, are but a kind 
Of panders to a vicious mind; 


Who proper objects mult provide | 5 
To gratify their luſt of pride, Ty 
When, wearied with intrigues of ſtate, = 
They find an idle hour to prate. 1 


Then, ſhall you dare to alk a place, 
You forfeit all your patron's grace, 
And diſappoint the ſole deſign, 
For which he ſummon'd you to dine. 1 
Thus Congreve ſpent in writing plays, = 
And one poor office, half his days: - 
While Montague, who claim'd the ſtation 
To be Mæcenas of the nation, 
For poets open table keep, 
But ne' er conſider'd where they tlept : 3 
Himſelf as rich as fifty Jews, 
Was eaſy; though they wanted ſhoes ; 
And crazy Congreve ſcarce could ſpare 
A ſhilling to diſcharge his chair: 
Till prudence taught him to appeal | 
From Pæan's fire to party zeal; 
Not owing to his happy vein 
The fortunes of his later ſcene, 
"Took proper principles to thrive; 
And ſo might every dunce alive. 
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LIBEL ON DR. DELANY. 3 


Thus Steele, who own'd what others writ, 
And flouriſh'd by imputed wit, 
From perils of a hundred jails, 


; Withdrew to ſtarve, and die in Wales, 


Thus Gay, the hare with many friends, 
Twice ſeven long years the court attends : 


Who, under tales conveying truth, 


To virtue form” d a princely youth *: 


Who paid his courtſhip with the crowd, 
As far as modeſt pride allow'd; _ 


Rejects a ſervile uther's place, 

And leaves St. James's in diſgrace. 
Thus Addiſon, by lords careſt, 

Was left in foreign lands diſtreſt; 


Forgot at home, became for hire 
A travelling tutor to a ſquire: 
But wiſely left the Muſes' hill, 


To buſineſs ſhap'd the poet's quill, 


Let all his barren laurels Rey 


Took up himſelf the courtier's trade, 


And, grown a miniſter of ſtate, 
Saw poets at his levee wait. 


Hail, happy Pope ! whoſe generous mind 
Deteſting all the ſtateſman kind, 
Contemning courts, at courts unſeen, 


Refus'd the viſits of a queen. 
A ſoul with every virtue fraught, 


By ſages, prieſts, or poets taught; 4 


Whoſe filial piety excels 
Whateyer Grecian ſtory tells; 3 


1 William FFI of Cumberland, ſon to > George I. 
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A genius for all ſtations fit, 


Whoſe meaneſt talent is his wit : 
His heart too great, though fortune little, 
To lick a raſcal ſtateſman's ſpittle ; 3s 
Appealing to the nation's taſte, ; I 
Above the reach of want is plac'd : 
By Homer dead was taught to thrive, 
Which Homer never could alive; 
And fits aloft on Pindus' head, 
Deſpiſing ſlaves that cringe for bread. 
True politicians only pay 
For ſolid work, but not for play: 
Nor ever chooſe to work with toolss —— 
Forg' d up in colleges and ſchools. 3 
Conſider how much more is due = 
To all their journeymen than you : 1 
At table you can Horace quote; =_ 
They at a pinch can bribe a vote: bi 
You ſhew your ſkill in Grecian ſtory; 
But they can manage Whig and Tory: 
You, as a critick, are ſo curious 
To find a verſe in Virgil ſpurious ; b 
But they can ſmoke the deep deſigns, up 
When Bolingbroke with Pulteney dines. 0 
Beſides, your patron may upbraid ye, . 
That you have got a place already; = 
An office for your talents fit, . 1 
To flatter, care, and ſhew your wit; 7 
To ſnuff the lights and ſtir the fire, 
And get a dinner for your hire. 
What claim have you to place or penſion? 
He W in condeſcenſion. 
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LIBEL ON DR. DELANY, Ly 

9 But, reverend doctor, you we know 
| lt Could never condeſcend ſo low; 
* The vice-roy, whom you Now attend, 
Would, if he durſt, be more your friend ; 
Nor will in you thoſe gifts deſpiſe, 
mop By which himſelf was taught to riſe : 
1 When he has virtue to retire, 
bj He'll grieve he did not raiſe you . 
And place you in a better ſtation, 
Although it might have pleas'd the nation. 
Z This may be true—ſubmitting ſtill | 

! To Walpole's more than royal will ; 
And what condition can be worſe ? 
& He comes to drain a beggar 8 purſe; 1 
Hie comes to tie our chains on faſter, 
And ſhew us, England i is our maſter: 
Careſſing knaves, and dunces wooing, 
To make them work their own undoing, 
What has he elſe to bait his traps, | 

Or bring his vermin in, but ſcraps? 

The offals of a church diſtreſt; 

A hungry vicarage at beſt; 

Or ſome remote inferior poſt, 

With forty pounds a year at moſt? 
E But here agaia you interpoſe 
* Your favourite lord is none of thoſe 
Who owe their virtues to their Wear, 
And characters to dedications : 

For, keep him in, or turn him out, 

His learning none will call in %.* By 4 

His learning, though a poet ſaid it 
Belore: a play, would lofe no credit ; : 
| B 3 Nor 
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Nor Pope would dare deny him wit, . 
Although to praiſe it Phillips writ. e IH 
IJ own, he hates an action baſe, Wy. 
His virtues battling with his place; 
Nor wants a nice diſcerning ſpirit 
Betwixt a true and ſpurious merit; 
Can ſometimes drop a voter's claim, 
And give up party to his fame. 
I do the moſt that friendſhip can; 
I hate the vice-roy, love the man. 
But you, who, till your fortune's made, 
Muſt be a frectener by your trade, + 
Should ſwear he never meant us us; x6 
We ſuffer fore againſt his will ; = 
That, if we could but ſee his b Fit "IM 
He would have choſe a milder part: 
We rather ſhould lament his caſe,. Wo 
Who muft obey, or loſe his place. = 
Since this reflection ſlipt your. pen, | —_— 
Inſert it when you write again : 4 | 
And, to illuſtrate it, produce 
This ſimile for his excuſe: _ 
So to deſtroy a guilty land 
* An angel ſent by heaven's command, 
“„ While he obeys almighty will, 
Perhaps may feel compaſſion ſtill; 
« And with the taſk had been aſſign d 
Jo ſpirits of leſs gentle kind.” 
But I, in politicks grown old, | 
Whoſe thoughts are of a different mould, 


* 


80 when an angel by divine e e 
Apprsox' 5 Campagh. 
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9 


Who from my foul ſincerely hate 


Both kings and miniſters of ſtate; 


Who look on courts with ſtricter eyes 


To ſee the ſeeds of vice ariſe; 
Can lend you an alluſion fiter, 
Though flattering knaves may call it pitter; 3 
Which, if you durſt but give it place, | 
Would ſhew you many a ſtateſman's face: 


Freſh from the tripod of Apollo, 


T had it in the words that follow; ; 


Take notice, to avoid offence, 
[ here except his excellence : 

S0, to affect his monarch's ends, , 
From hell a vice-roy devil aſcends; 
His budget with corruptions cramm d, 


« The contributions of the damn'd ; 


Which with unſparing hand he Ae 
Through courts and ſenates as he goes; 


And then at Beelzebub's black hall, 


Your ſimile may better ſhine 


In verſe; but there is truth in mine. 
For no imaginable things 
Can differ more than gods and kings: 


And ſtateſmen, by ten thouſand odds, 


Are angels, = as W are gods. 
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T 0 D R. DELANY, 


o THE 


LIBELS WRITTEN AGAINST HIM. 


hs -Tanti tibi non fit opaci 
« Omnis 3 arena Tagi.“ Foy. 
k 8 ne raw youth in country bred, 
_ To arms by thirſt of honour led, 


When at a ſkirmiſh firſt he hears 

The bullets whiſtling round his ears, | 
Will duck his head aſide, will ſtart, 
And feel a trembling at his heart, 

Till *fcaping oft' without i wooded . 


Leſſens the terror of the ſound ; 


Fly bullets now as thick as hops, 


He runs into a cannon's chops. 


An author thus, who pants for fame, 


| Begins the world with fear and ſhame ; 


When firſt in print you ſee him dread 


Each pop-gun level'd at his head: 


The lead yon critic's quill contains, 
Is deftin'd to beat out his brains: 
As if he heard loud thunders roll, 


Cries, Lord, have mercy on his foul ! 


Concluding, that another ſhot 


Will ſtrike him dead upon the ſpot. 
But, when with ſquibbing, flaſhing, popping, _ 
$A He cannot ſee one creature dropping ; 


That, 


2-3 


In wit before the common herd; 
And yet grow mortify'd and vex d, 
To pay the penalty annex d? 


As faireſt fruits attract the flies. 


| You ſoon a remedy may find; 


Their faction is five hundred odds; 
For every coxcomb lends them rods, 
And ſneers as learnedly as they, 


And write you muſt, or break a vein. 


No longer my advice regard: 
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That, miſſing fire, or miſſing aim, 


His life is ſafe, I mean his fame; 
The danger paſt, takes heart of grace, 
And looks a critic in the face. 


Though ſplendor gives the faireſt mark 
To poiſon' d arrows in the dark, 
Yet, in yourſelf when ſmooth arid round, 
They glance aſide without a wound. 

Tis faid, the gods try'd all their art, 
How pain they might from pleaſure part: 


But little could their ſtrength avail; 
Both ſtill are faſten'd by the tail; 
Thus fame and cenſure, with a * 
Buy fate are always link d together. 


Why will you aim to be preferr d 


"Tis eminence makes envy riſe: 
Should ſtupid libels grieve your mind, 


Lie down obſcure like other folks 
Below the laſh of ſnarlers' jokes. 


Like females o'er their morning tea. 
You ſay, the Muſe will not contain, 


Then, if you find the terms too hard, 


Bot 
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But raiſe your fancy on the wing ; 1 
The Iriſh ſenate's praiſes ſingn N Buy 
How jealous of the nation's freedom, "of 

And for corruptions, how they weed em; zz 
How each the public good purſues, ; 

How far their hearts from private views; 

Make all true patriots, up to ſhoe-boys; * 

Huzza their brethren at the Blue- boys; 

Thus grown a member of the club, ; 

No longer dread the rage of Grub. 

How oft' am 1 for rhyme to ſeck ! : 
To dreſs a thought, may toil a ii 15 1 
And then how thankful to the town Pe: 

If all my pains will earn a crown! | 
| While every critick can devour = 

My work and me in half an hour. 7 15 
Would men of genius ceaſe to write, Th 
The rogues muſt die for want and es ; wn. IG 

Muſt die for want of food and raiment, 5 IP 
= If ſcandal did not find them payment. 75 
How cheerfully the hawkers cry di 
A ſatire, and the gentry buy! 3 

While my hard-labour'd poem pines 
Vnſold upon the printer's lines. 

A genius in the reverend gown 

Muſt ever keep its owner down; 

*Tis an unnatural conjunction, 

And ſpoils the credit of the function. 

Round all your brethren caſt your eyes, 

Point out the ſureſt men to riſe; 1 

That club of candidates in black, = 
be leaſt defervidgabthepack + 
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ON THE LIBELS AGAINST DR. DELANY. 11 
Aſpiring, factious, fierce, and loud, 


With grace and learning unendow'd, 


Can turn their hands to every job, 
The fitteſt tools to work for Bob; 


Will ſooner coin a thouſand lies, 


| Than ſuffer Men of parts to riſe ; 25 
They crowd about preferment's gate, 


And preſs you down with all their weight. 1 


For, as of old mathematicians 
Were by the vulgar thought magicians; : 
S0 academic dull ale-drinkers, 


Pronounce all men of wit, free-thinkers. | 
Wit, as the chief of virtue's friends, 


Diſdains to ſerve ignoble ends. 
Obſerve what loads of ſtupid rhymes. 
Oppreſs us in corrupted times: 


What pamphlets in a court's defence 


Shew reaſon, grammar, truth, or ſenſe ? 


For, though the Muſe delights in fiction, 


She ne'er inſpires againſt conviction. 


Then keep your virtue ſtill unmixt, 


And let not faction come betwixt: 


By party-ſteps no grandeur chmb at, 
Though it would make you England 8 primate : * 


Firſt learn the ſcience to be dull, 


You then may ſoon your conſcience lull; 


If not, however ſeated high, 


Your genius in your face will fly. 
When Jove was from his teeming head 


Of Wit's fair goddeſs brought to-bed. 
There follow'd at his lying-in te 
| Fr after-birth- 4 deen; 


which, 
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Which, as the nurſe purſued to kill, 
Attain'd by flight the Muſes' hill, 
There in the ſoil began to root, 
And litter'd at Parnafſus' foot. 
From hence the critic vermin ſprung, 
With harpy claws and poiſonous tongue; 5 
Who fatten on poetic ſcraps, 
Too cunning to be caught in traps. 
Dame Nature, as the learned ſhow, 
Provides each animal its foe: 1 
Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox 1 
Devours your geeſe, the wolf your flocks. 5 : 
Thus Envy pleads a natural claim 
To perſecute the Muſes' fame ; 
On poets in all times abuſive, 
From Homer down to Pope incluſive. 
Vet what avails it to complain? 
Lou try to take revenge in vain. . 
A rat your utmoſt rage defies —_ 
That ſafe behind the wainſcot lies. 7 
Say, did you ever know by fight = 
In cheeſe an individual mite? OBE” 1 
Shew me the ſame numeric flea, 2 
That bit your neck but yeſterday : 
W You then may boldly go in queſt 
== "To find the Grub- ſtreet poet's neſt ; 
ul What ſpunging-houſe, in dread of Fail, 
1 | Receives them, while they wait for bail; 
1 What alley they are neſtled i a, 
| To flouriſh o'er a cup of gin; 
Find the laſt garret where they lay, 
Or cellar where they ſtarve. to-day. 
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ON THE LIBELS AGAINST DR. DELANY, 13 


Suppoſe you had them all trepann'd, 
With each a libel in his hand. 
What puniſhment would you inflict ? 
Or call them rogues, or get them kickt? 
MP Theſe they have often try'd before ; 
1 You but oblige them ſo much more: 
S Themſelves would be the firſt to tell, 
Jo make their traſh the better ſell. 
Jou have been libel'd — Let us know, 
What fool officious told you ſo? — 
Will you regard the hawker's cries, 
Who in his titles always lies? 
Whate'er the noiſy ſcoundrel ſays, 
It might be ſomething in your praiſe : 
And praiſe beſtow'd in Grub-ſtreet rhymes 
"1. Would vex one more a thouſand times, 
8 Till criticks blame, and judges praiſe, 
The poet cannot claim his bayͤs. 
On me when dunces are ſatiric, 
EL I take it for a panegyrick. 
> Hated by fools, and fools to hate, 
15 Be that my motto, and my fate. 


DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING 
A BIRTH- DAY SONG. 1725. 


12 form a juſt and finiſh'd piece, 
Take twenty gods of Rome or Greece, 

Whoſe godſhips are in chief requeſt, 

And fit your r r beſt; 
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And, chould it be your hero's caſe, 
To have both male and female race; 
Your buſineſs muſt be to provide 


A ſcore of goddeſſes befide; 


Some call their monarchs ſons of Saturn, 


For which they bring a modern pattern ; 3 
Becauſe they might have heard of one, | 
Who often long'd to eat his ſon : 


But this, I think, will not go down, 


For here the father kept his crown. 


Why, then, appoint him ſon of Jove, 
Who met his mother in a grove: 


To this we freely ſhall conſent, 

Well knowing what the poets meant; 
And i in their ſenſe, twixt me and you, 
It may be literally true. 


Next, as the laws of verſe require, 


He muſt be greater than his ſire; 
For Jove, as every We e dee 
Was able Saturn to depoſe: 


And ſure no Chriſtian poet breathing 


Would be more ſcrupulous than a Heathen ! 
Or, if to blaſphemy it tends, _ 
That's but a trifle among friends. 


Vour Hero now another Mars is, 


Makes mighty armies turn their a—8. 
| Behold his glittering faulchion mow 


Whole ſquadrons at a ſingle blow; 


While Victory, with wings outſpread, FI 


Flies, like an eagle, o'er his head ; 


His milk-white ſteed upon its haunches, 
Or pawing into dead mens' paunches : 
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TO MAKE A BIRTH-DAY SONG. ty 


As Overton has drawn Mis fire, 

Still ſeen o'er many an ale-houſe ſire. 
Then from his arms hoarſe thunder rolls, 
As loud as fifty muſtard-bowls: 

For thunder ſtill his arm ſupplies, 


And lightning always i in his eyes. 


They both. are cheap enough in conſcience, 
And ſerve to echo fattling nonſenſe. 


The rumbling words match fierce along, 
Made trebly dreadful in your ſong. 


Sweet poet, hir'd for birth- day rhymes, 


To ſing of wars, chooſe peaceful times. 


What though, for fifteen years and more; 5 


Janus had lock'd his temple- door; 5 
Though not a coffee-houſe we read in 
Has mention'd arms on this fide Sweden; 


Nor London Journals, rior the Poſtmen, 


| T hough fond of warlike lies as moſt men; 


Thou ſtill with battles ſtuff thy head full: 
For, muſt thy hero not be dreadful? 
Diſmiſſing Mars, it next muſt follow 


Your conqueror is become Apollo: 
That he's Apollo is as plain as 
That Robin Walpole is Mzcenas ; 


But that he ſtruts, and that he ſquints, 
You'd know him by Apollo's prints. 


Old Phœbus is but half as bright, 

For yours can ſhine both day and night. 
The firſt, perhaps, may once an age 
Inſpire you with poetic rage; 


Your Phoebus Royal, every day, 


16 


SwWIPT'S POEMS. 
Then make this new Apollo ſit 


Sole patron, judge, and god of wit. 
How from his altitude he ſtoops 
« To raiſe up Virtue when ſhe droops 


ce 


£ 


On Learning how his bounty flows, 
And with what juſtice he beſtows : 


« Fair Iſis, and ye banks of Cam! 


6 


0 


3 


4 


Be witneſs if I tell a flam. 
What prodigies in Arts we drain, 


From both your ſtreams, in George's reign. 


As from the flowery bed of Nile” — 


But here's enough to ſhew your ſtyle. 
Broad inuendos, ſuch as this, 
If well applied, can hardly miſs: 
For, when you bring your ſong 1 in print, 
He'll get it read, and take the hint, 
(It muſt be read hefare * tis warbled, 
The paper gilt, and cover marbled) 
And will be ſo much more your debtor, 
Becauſe he never knew a letter. 
And, as he hears his wit and ſenſe 
(To which he never made pretence) 
Set out in hyperbolic ſtrains, 
A guinea ſhall reward your pains: : 
For patrons never pay ſo well, 
As when they ſcarce have learn'd to ſpell. 


Next call him Neptune: with his trident 


He rules the ſea ; you ſee him ride in't; 


And, if provok'd, he ſoundly firks his 
Rebellious waves with rods, like Xerxes. 
He would have ſeiz'd the Spanith plate, 

Had not the fleet gone out too late; 
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TG MAKE A BIRTH-DAY SONG, 


And in their very ports beſiege them, 
But that he would not diſoblige them; 
And make the raſcals pay him dearly 


For thoſe affronts they give him yearly. 
"Tis not deny'd, that, when we write, 


Our ink is black, our paper white ; 


And, when we ſerawl our paper o'er, 


We blacken what was white before: 
I think this practice only fit 


For dealers in ſatiric wit. 


5 But you ſome white-lead ink muſt get, 
And write on paper black as jet; 


Your intereſt lies to learn the knack 


Of whitening what before was black. 


Thus your encomium, to be firong, 


5 Muft be applied directly wrong. 

A tyrant for his mercy praiſe, 
And crown a royal dunce with bays : 
A ſquinting monkey load with charms, 


And paint a coward fierce in arms. 
Is he to avarice inclin'd? 


Extol him for his generous mind: 


And, when we ſtarve for want of corn, 


Come out with Amalthea's horn; 


For all experience this evinces 


The only art of pleaſing princes: 
For princes love you ſhould deſcant 


On virtues which they know they want, 
One compliment I had forgot, 
But ſongſters muſt omit it not; 
I freely grant the thought is old: 


Why, then, your hero muſt be told, 


Vol. VIII. C 
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18 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

In him ſuch virtues lie inherent, 

To qualify him God's vicegerent ; 
That, with no title to inherit, 
He muſt have been a king by merit. 
Vet, be the fancy old or new, 

Tis partly falſe, and partly was: - 
And, take it right, it means no more 
Than George and William claim'd before. 

Should ſome obſcure inferior fellow, 

Like Julius, or the Youth of Pella, 

When all your liſt of Gods is out, 

Preſume to ſhew his mortal ſnout, 

And as a Deity intrude, 

| Becauſe he had the world ſubdued; 

Oh, let him not debaſe your thoughts, 

Or name him but to tell his faults.— 

Of Gods I only quote the beſt, 
But you may hook-in all the reſt. 

Now, Birth-day Bard, with joy proceed 
To praiſe your Empreſs and her breed, 1 

Firſt of the firſt, to vouch your lies, 1 
Bring all the females of the ſkies; 5 
The Graces, and their miſtreſs Venus, 0 
Muſt venture down to entertain us: = 
With bended knees when they adore her, 
What dowdies they appear before her ! . 
Nor thall we think you talk at random, + 

* For Venus might be her great-grandam: 
= Six thouſand years has liv'd the Goddeſs, 1 
Your Heroine hardly fifty odd is. 1 
Beſides, your ſongſters oft? have ſhown 
That ſhe has Graces of her own: 
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TO MAKE A BIRTH-DAY SONG. 19 
Three Graces by Lucina brought her, 


Juſt three; arid every Grace a daughter; 


Here many a king his heart and crown 


Shall at their ſnowy feet lay down; 
In royal robes; they come by Ache 

To court their Engliſh German couſins: 
Beſides a pair of princely babies, 
That, five years hence, will both be Hebes | 


Nov ſee her ſeated in her throne 


With genuine luſtre; all her own ; 
Poor Cynthia never ſhone ſo bright; 
Her ſplendor is but botrow'd light ; 3 


And only with her Brother linkt 


Can ſhine, without him is extinct. 
But Carolina ſhines the clearer 
With neither ſpouſe nor brother near her; 1 


And darts her beams o er both our illes, 


Though George is gone a thouſand miles. 


Thus Berecynthia takes her place, 


Attended by her heavenly race; 


And ſees a ſon in every God, 


Unaw'd by Jove's all-ſhaking nod. 


Now ſing his little Highneſs Freddy, 


Who ſtruts like any king already: 
With ſo much beauty, ſhew me any maid 


That could reſiſt this charming Ganymede! * 


Where majeſty with ſweetneſs vies, 
And, like his father, early wiſe, 
Then cut him out a world of work, 


To conquer Spain, and quell the Turk : 


Foretel his empire crown'd with bays, 


And golden times, and halcyon days; 
C3: And 


20 SWIFT'S POEMS. 


And ſwear his line ſhall rule the nation 

For ever till the conflagration. 

But, now it comes into my mind, 

We left a little Duke hehind; 

A Cupid in his face and ſize, 

And only wants to want his eyes. 

Make ſome proviſion for the younker, 

Find him a kingdom out to conquer : 

Prepare a fleet to waft him o'er, 

Make Gulliver his commodore; 

Into whoſe pocket valiant Willy put, 

Will ſoon ſubdue the realm of Lilliput: 
A ſkilful critick juſtly blames = 


Hard, tough, crank, guttural, harſh, Riff names. 


The ſenſe can ne'er be too jejune, 

But ſmooth your words to fit the tune. 
Hanover may do well enough, 

But George and Brunſwick are too rough: 
Heſls-Darmftadt makes a rugged ſound, 
And Guelp the ſtrongeſt ear will wound. 
In vain are all attempts from Germany 
To ſind out proper words for harmony: 
And yet I muſt except the Rhine, 

| Becauſe it clinks to Caroline. 


Hail Queen of Britain, Queen of rhymes! \ 


Be iting ten hundred thouſand times! 

Too happy were the poets' crew, 

If their own happineſs they knew: 
Three ſyllables did never meet 
80 ſoft, fo ſliding, and fo ſweet: 

Nine other tuneful words like that 
Would prove ev'n Homer's numbers flat. 


Behold 


* 
* 
a 
2 
8 - 
x; 5 
%. 
2 
** 
5 
3 
5 
5 
N 
Tap © 
» 
| * 
2 
YR 
wa 
B62 


1 


8 22 — 2g TE PN me: 7 FRI einer nk 272 5 
a 3 : * TRA —— E ˙—•¹m r ̃˙̃̃̃˙ ˙ͤ˙vl 224 IO ws e ntl e . WF — 
Pye. 7 2 5. de Fs N * þ 1 * 2 > y ELIE n » N a 7 we" AE Is F RT * IIS 3 5. . 4 * REL 
. 7 we ＋ * 5 * F SE To +66 r — TTT fa r * 3 —.. . ³ ³ AAA 
pet; * Wyo gs M © 1 5 1 * =» Vn x bh * = SS . 99 vs i ny ne” db + < 8 ' 3 a oh 3: CY 3 7 n n RON "0. * 
ee 27. > . wot Ge ; fr, + 3 by « $A. GR dS N Ne r — i ee Kg” Fats < af of oy 
N "> = — : n to EI oe Ford a, Do Yo a rt P EA 
: ; 4 f 5 rs 5 54 - % 4 r e < 2 
8 no, 3 I 5 * . 7 . np 5 e WA Os > 14; —_ * 0 Zap 2 


- . SER we 2 pd A Re Th e 4 3 , £ Do 5 r Pe TE. >” > 
2 1 22 CATE + K 1 r 2323 * 3 3 2 1 Wh * TY . 2 gh 292 * - 
„ jJ// d ⁰⁰ dd d CS 
< a, fs - £ * 5 >< bs oY $ o 2 * —— Son. ATTACKS eas . N "I * 
FFA „ Wr e * Wi 2 TT RS 2 Fi ne - * a 
5 — N pe ne. = 4592 2 — ” M44 ” - . _ £ 8 . N n % "Es ** 2 * * 2 
7 r e TO HEY ² "PORE PRA OS - * 2 4 . y . ; WF r= . 


8 1 J) ORE PO A 3 
OO 3 e : E Fe HEY: — 

* 3 NN WY; A * ee p 2 N *: 3% OE 

2 3 — Log 3 3 * 4 2 ; * * gs N 8 


33 


TO MAKE A BIRTH-DAY SONG. 


| Behold three beauteous vowels ſtand, 
With bridegroom liquids, hand in hand 
In concord here for ever fix'd, 

No jarring conſonant dei 


May Caroline continue long, 


5 For ever fair and young l- in ſong. 


What though the royal carcaſe muſt, 


Squeez'd in a coffin, turn to duſt; 


Thoſe elements her name compoſe, 
Like atoms, are exempt from blows. 


Though Caroline may fill your gaps, 


Vet ſtill you muſt conſult your maps; 


Find rivers with harmonious names, 


Sabrina, Medway, and the Thames. 
Britannia long will wear like ſteel, 
But Albion's cliffs are out at heel; 
And Patience can endure no more 
To hear the Belgic lion roar. 


Give up the phraſe of haughty Gaul, 


But proud Iberia ſoundly maul: 
Reſtore the ſhips by Philip taken, 
And make him crouch to ſave his bacon, 


Naſſau, who got the name of Glorious, 


Becauſe he never was victorious, 
A hanger on has always been; 


For old acquaintance bring him in. 
To Walpole you might lend a line, 


But much I fear he's in decline; 


And, if you chance to come too late, 
When he goes out, you ſhare his fate, 


And bear the new ſucceſſor's frown; 
Or, whom you once ſang up, ſing 8 


C3 
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22 SWIFT'S POEMS. 
Reject with ſcorn that ſtupid notion, 
To praiſe your hero for devotion ; 
Nor entertain a thought ſo odd, 
That princes ſhould believe in Gad; 
But follow the ſecureſt rule, 
And turn it all to ridicule : 
"Tis grown the choiceſt wit at Court, 
And gives the maids of honour ſport. 1 
For, ſince they talk'd with Doctor Clarke, * 
They naw can venture in the dark: 1 
That ſound Divine the truth hath ſpoke all, RR 
And pawn'd his word, hell is not local. 1 
This will not give them half the donde 1 
Ui. Of bargains ſold, or meanings double. 1 
= Suppoſing now your ſong is done, _— 
nh f To Mynheer Handel next you run, 
Who artfully will pare and prune | 
Your words to ſome Italian tune: 1 
Then print it in the largeſt letter, | — 
With capitals, the more the better. 
Preſent it boldly on your knee, 1 
And take a guinea for your fee, : 
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HE L T ER S K ELT E R; 


o n, 


The Hor ad car after the Arroxxizs, upon 


their riding the Cc IRCUIT. 


Nov. the active young attornies 


Briſkly travel on their journies, | 
Looking big as any giants, 


On the horſes of their clients; 
Like ſo many little Mars's 
With their tilters at their a—s, 

Brazen-hilted, lately burniſh'd, 

And with harneſs-buckles furniſh' d, 

And with whips and ſpurs ſo neat, 
And with jockey-coats compleat, 

And with boots ſo very greaſy, 

And with ſaddles eke ſo eaſy, 


And with bridles fine and gay, 
Bridles borrow'd for a day, 


Bridles deſtin'd far to roam, 
Ah! never, never to come home. 
And with hats ſo very big, Sir, 


And with powder'd caps and wigs, Sir, 


And with ruffles to be ſhewn, 
Cambrick ruffles not their own ;_ 
And with Holland ſhirts ſo white, 
Shirts becoming to the ſight, 

Shirts be-wrought with different letters, 
As belonging to their betters. Si 


4 With 


24 SWIFT'S POEMS, 
With their pretty tinſel'd boxes, 
Gotten from their dainty doxies, 
And with rings ſo very trim, 

Lately taken out of lim 
And with very little pence, 

And as very little ſenſe ; 

With ſome law, but little juſtice, 
Having ſtolen from my hoitels, 

From the bacher and the cutler, 

Like the ſoldier from the ſutler; 

From the yintner and the taylor, 7 

Like the felon from the jaylor; 
Into this and t'other county, 

Living on the public bounty; 
Thorough town and thorough village, 
All to plunder, all to pillage; 
Thorough mountains, thorough valleys, 
Thorough ftinking lanes and alleys, 

Some to — kits with farmers ſpouſes, 

And mak e merry in their houſes; 

Some to — tumble country wenches 
On their ruſhy beds and benches; 1 
And, if they begin a fray, 55 
Draw their God, and — run away ; : 

All to murder. equity, | 
And tq take a double fee; 

Till the people all are quiet, 

And forget to broil and riot, 

Lo in pocket, cow'd in courage, 

Safely glad to ſup their porridge, 

And Vacation's over — then, 
Hey, for London town LIE | : 


A A cant word for pawning. 
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Homo oft ratione preautum; _ 
But, for my ſoul, I cannot credit em. 
And muſt, in foite of them, maintain, 
That man and all his ways are vain ; 
And that this boaſted lord of nature, 
Is both a weak and erring creature z 5 
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THE LOGICIANS REFUTED, 
Lodges have but ill defin'd, 


As rational, the human-kind. 
* Reaſon,” they ſay, belongs to man z 15 
But let them prove it if they can. 


Wiſe Ariſtotle and Smigleſius, 


By ratiocinations ſpecious, 
Have ſtrove to prove with, great preciſion, 


With definition and diviſion, 


That inſtiuct is a ſurer guide 


Thau reaſon-boaſting mortals pride; 
And that brute beaſts are far before em, 


Deus ęſt anima brutorum. 


Who ever knew an honeſt brute 
At law his neighbour proſecute; 
Bring action for aſſault and battery, 


Or friend beguile with lies and flattery? 


O'er plains they ramble unconhin'd, 


No politicks difturb their mind ; 


They eat their meals, and take thatr ſport, | 


Nor know who's in or out at court. 
They never to the levee go, 


They 
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They never importune his grace, 
Nor ever cringe to men in place; 75 
Nor undertake a dirty job, 
Nor draw the quill to write for Bob z 
Fraught with invective they ne'er go "IF 
Jo folks at Pater-noſter-row : 1 
No judges, fiddlers, dancing-maſters, 
No pick-pockets, or poetaſters, 
Are known to honeſt quadrupeds : 
No ſingle brute his fellows leads. 
Brutes never meet in bloody fray, 
Nor cut each other's throats for pay. LU 
Of beaſts, it is confeſs'd, the pe e 
Comes neareſt us in human ſhape; = 
Like man, he imitates each faſhion, | __ == 
And malice 1s his ruling paſſion: 1 
But, both in malice and grimaces, 
A courtier any ape ſurpaſſes: 
Behold him humbly cringing wait 
Upon the miniſter of ſtate; 
View him ſoon after to "7 — 
Aping the conduct of fuperiors: s: 8 
He promiſes with equal air, _ 
And to perform takes equal care. 1 5 
He in his turn finds imitators; e 1 
At court, the porters, lacqueys, waiters, 
Their maſters' manners till contract; 
And footmen, lords and dukes can act. 
Thus, at the court, both great and ſmall 
Behave alike; for all ape all, | 
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THE PUPPET-SHOW, 


HE life of man to repreſent, 
And turn it all to ridicule, 


Wit did a puppet-ſhow invent, 


| Where the non is a foal. 


The gods of old were logs of wood, 


And worſhip was to puppets paid; 


In antic dreſs the idol ſtood, 
And prieſt and people bow d the head, . 


No wonder then, if art began 


The ſimple votaries to frame, 


To ſhape in timber fooliſh man, 


And conſecrate the block to fame. 


From hence poetic 27 learn'd 


That trees might riſe from human forms; 1 


| The body to a trunk be turn'd, 


And branches ſue from the arms. 


T hus Dzdalus aud Ovid too. 


That man's a blockhead, have confeſt ; 


Powel * and Stretch * the hint purſue ; . 


Life is a farce, the world a jeſt. 


The ſame great truth South Sea has prov'd 


On that fam'd theatre, the alley; 


Where thouſands, by directors mov d, 
Are now ſad monuments of folly. 


0 Two famous puppet · low men. 
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The former was buffoon hos; 


This fleeting ſcene is but a ftage, 


In different parts of youth and age. 


| Some Arme our eyes by being great, 


0 And legiſlators, rang'd in ſtate, 


A ſtatue may put on a frovin, | 7 


Others a are blindly led away, 


By the mere ſpring of wires they play. 


Too oft”, alas! a ſcolding wife 


In ſhort, whatever men as 


| What Momus was of old to Jore, | 
The ſame a Harlequin 1s now ; 


The latter is a Punch below. 


Where various images appear; 


Alike the en and pealant. ſhare, 5 . 


Falſe pomp. conceals mere wood within; 7 


Are oft but wiſdom i in machine. 
A flock may chance to wear a crow, _* 


And timber as a lord take place; 


And cheat us with a thinking face, 


And made to act for ends unknown * 


And ſpeak in language not their own. 


Tiſurps a jolly fellow's throne ; 
And many drink the cup of life. 
Mix' d and embitter d by a Joan, 


Of pleaſure, folly, war, or love; 
This mimic race brings all to view : 

Alike they dreſs, they talk, they move. 
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Mortals to pleaſe and to deride; 


And, when-death breaks thy vital band, 


Thou ſhalt put on a puppet s pride. 


Thou ſhalt 3 in puny a" be ſhown, 


Thy Image {hall preſerve thy fame A | 


Ages to come thy worth ſhall own, 


Point at thy limbs, and tell thy name. 


Tell Tom, he draws a farce in nals, 


Before he looks in nature's glaſs ; ; 


Puns cannot form a witty ſcene, 


Nor pedantry for humour Pals. 


To 1 men act a8 ente wood, 


And chatter in a myſtic ſtrain, 


Is a mere force on fleſh and blood, 


And ſhews ſome error in the brain, 


He that would thus refine on thee, 


And turn thy ſtage into a ſchool, 
The jeſt of Punch will ever be, 
And ſtand confeſt the greater fool. 


THE PUPPET=-SHEW. 


Go on, great Stretch, with artful hand, 
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THE GRAND ) QUESTION DEBATED; 


WHETHER 


"Hani rows Bawy ſhould be turned into 4 
BARRACK or 2 arne. 1729. 


a Tuns 1 to my Lady che Knight * ful of 
| 8 care, 

Let me have your advice in a weighty affair. | 
This Hamilton's bawn , while it ſticks on my hand, 
I loſe by the houſe what I get by the land; 

Hut how to diſpoſe of it to the beſt bidder, 


For a barrack I or malt-houſe, we now mult con- 
„ 


Firſt, let me ſuppoſe I make it a malt-houſe, 
Here I have computed the profit will fall t' us; 
There's nine hundred pounds for labour and grain, 
] increaſe it to twelve, ſo three hundred remain; 
“ A handſome addition for wine and good chear, 
„Three diſhes a day, and three hogſheads a year; 
With a dozen large veſſels my vault ſhall be ſtor'd;z 
N o little ſcrub joint ſhall come on my board 
« And you and the Dean no more ſhall combine 
Jo ſtint me at night to one bottle of wine; 
e Nor ſhall I, for his humour, permit you to 1 1 
A ſtone and a quarter of beef from my ſurloin. ik 
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* Sir Arthur Acheſon, at whoſe ſeat this aids written. 
+ A large old houſe, two miles from Sir Arthur's ſeat. 


t The army in Ireland is lodged in ſtrong buildings, called bar- 
| racks. 


cc x | 


in, 


THE GRAND QUESTION. ge 


“If I make it a barrack, the crown is my tenant ; + 
« My dear, I have ponder'd again and again on't : 
« In poundage and drawbacks I loſe half my rent, 

« Whatever they give me, I muſt be content, 


= «Orj join with the court in every debate; 
And rather than that, I would loſe my eftate.” 4 


Thus ended the Knight: thus began his meek wiſe: 2 
It muſt, and it ſhall be a barrack, my Re. 


'm grown a mere mopus ; no company comes, 
hut a rabble of tenants, and ruſty dull * Rums. 


„With Parſons what lady can keep herſelf clean ? p | 


m all over daub'd when I fit by the Dean. 


But if you will give us a barrack, my dear, 
„The Captain, I'm ſure, will always come here; 
“ then ſhall not value his Deanſhip a ſtraw, 

“For the Captain, I warrant, will keep him in awe; 
* Or, ſhould he pretend to be briſk and alert, 

“ Will tell him that Chaplains ſhould not be ſo pert; 
„That men of his coat ſhould be e their 

* prayers, 

And not among ladies to give cheers airs.” 
Thustargued my Lady, but argued in vain; 
The Knight his opinion reſolved to maintain. 
But Hannah F, who liſten'd to all that was paſt, 

And could not endure ſo vulgar a taſte, 
As ſoon as her Ladyſhip call'd to be dreſt, 
Cry'd,“ Madam, why ſurely my maſter's poſſeſt. 


= © oir Arthur the maltſter ! how fine it will ſound! 


* F'd rather the bawn were ſunk under ground. 


»A cant word in Ireland fos a poor country clergyman. 
+ My lady's waiting-woman. LT es 
4. | e ” “But, 
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hut, madam Lgueſs' dtherewould never come 8000, 1 
When I ſaw him ſo often with Darby and Wood. 
And now my dream's out; for I was a-dream'd 
c That I ſaw a huge rat—O dear, how I ſcream'd! 
And after, methought, I had loſt my new thoes ; 
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An I were to be hang'd, I can't ſleep a wink: 


Noble Captain, your ſervant” —* Sir Arkhur, 
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« And Molly, ſhe ſaid, I ſhould hear ſome ill news. 
Dear madam, had you but the ſpirit to teaze, 


«© You might have a barrack whenever you pleaſe: 
And, madam, I always behev'd you ſo ſtout, 
That for twenty denials you would not give out. 
If I had a huſband like him, I purteſt, 
4 Till he gave me my will, Iwould give him no > reſt; 
: 7 And, rather than come in the ſame pair of ects 
Ks With ſuch a croſs man, I would lie in the ſtreets : 
But, madam, I beg you contrive and invent, 
And worry him out, till he gives his conſent. 


“Dear madam, whene'er of a barrack I think, 


For if a new crotchet comes into my brain, 
I can't get it out, though I'd never fo fain. 


«] fancy already a barrack contriv'd | 
At Hamilton's bawn, and the troop is arriv 414 
«Of this to be ſure Sir Arthur has warning, 


And waits on the Captain | betimes the next morn- 
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6 Now ſee, en they meet, how hs Honours X77 
behave 3 8 
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* Two of Sir Arthur's managers, 
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7 rf «* You honour me much — © The honour is 
0 e mine.” 
I was a Bd 1 rainy ni igt“ — —_— But the morning is 
_— *< fine” 
9 * Pray, how does my Lady *˙— 25 u wife 8 at 
= *© your ſervice. — : 
„ think I have ſeen her Nawe by Jervas.“— — 
© Good-morrow, good mh pee I'll wait on you 
«down. PE 
& You ſha'n't ſtir a foot.” — e me a 
« clown: e „„ 
For all the world, Captain 75 Not c half an | 
inch farther.”— _ ee 
You muſt be obey'd l 4 Your ſervant, Sir 
Arthur! 
« My humble reſpects to my Lady vas 
I hope you will uſe my houſe as your own.” 
Go bring me my ſmock, and leave off your 
e . 
Thou haſt certainly gotten a cup in thy pate.“ 
Pray, madam, be quiet; what was it I ſaid? 
You had like to have put it quite out of my head. 
Next day, to be ſure, the Captain will come, 
At the head of his 0008; with trumpet. and 
darum. 
rs © Now, madam, obſerve how he marches in tate: : 
The man with the kettle-drum enters the gate: 
ur, 3 „Dub, dub, adub, dub. The trumpeters follow, 
DB © Tantara, tantara ; while all the boys hollo. 
See now comes che Captain all daud'd with gold 


„ lace: 


. * Ola! the forect gentleman ! look in his face; 
; Vol. VIII. D 66 And 
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„ And ſee how he rides like 2 lord of the land, 
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With the fine flaming ſword that he holds in his 
+ hand; 


And his horſe; the dear creter, 
©" rears ;- 


wh With ribbons in F810 at its tail and its ears: 
CC 


At laſt comes the troop, by word of command, 
Drawn up in our court 


„ STAND 
Your Ladyſhip lifts up che faſh to be ſeen, 
For ſure I had dizen'd you out like a queen. 


The Captain, to ſhew he is proud of the favour, 
Looks up to your window, and cocks up his 


« beaver; 


(His beaver is cock d; pray, madam, mark that, 
For a Captain of horſe never takes off his hat, 


Becauſe he has never a hand that is idle, 


For the right holds the ſword, and the left hold 


« the bridle. ) 
Then flouriſhes thrice his ſword in the 2 air, 


As a compliment due to a lady ſo fair; 
(How I tremble to think of the blood it has ſpilt ! 


Then he lowers down the pant, and kiſſes the WU 


„ 
Your Ladyſhip ſmiles, and thus you begin; ; 
Pray, Captain, be pleas'd to alight and walk 1 in.” 


The Captain ſalutes you with congee profound, | 
And your Lady ſhip curthes half may to the 


* ground. 


7 „ Kit, run to your maſter, and bid him come 


© to us, 


I'm cure he'll be pro ad of the honour you do us, Wl 


« And, 


it prances and 


when the Captain cries, 
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And, Captain, you'll do us the favour to ſtay, 
And take a ſhort dinner here with us to-day : 
You're heartily welcome; but as for good cheer, 
You come in the very worſt time of the year; 
If I had expected ſo worthy a gueſt—” 
Lord! madam! your Ladyſhip ſure is in jeſt: 
Fou banter ms; madam; 3 the kingdom muſt | 
« grant— 
' You officers, Captain, are ſo complaifing! 1 
55 Bs 1 7 think I hear ſomebody coming—? * 
1 No, madam; tis only Sir Arthur humming. 
r, Jo ſhorten my tale (for J hate a long ſtory) 
8 if 4 The Captain at dinner appears in his glory; 
„The Dean and the * Doctor hath humbled their 
* pride, 
or the Captain's entreated to fk by your fide ; f 
And, becauſe he's their betters, You carve for 
„ him mt; 
The Parſons for envy are ready to burſt, 
The ſervants amaz'd are ſcarce ever able 
| To keep off their eyes, as they wait at the table; 3 
And Molly and J have thruſt in our noſe, 
0 85 To peep at the Captain! in all his fine clo'es. 
Dear madam, be ſure he's a fine ſpoken man, 
Do but hear on the Clergy how 15 his tongue 


« ran; 
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0 Doder Jir vy, 4 clergyman i in the neighbourhood. NN. 
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Gd dn me! they bid us reform and repent, 
„But, z—s! by their looks they never keep Lent: 
« Miſter Curate, for all your grave looks I'm 
e 
You caſt a ſheep's eye on her Lady ſhip's maid : 
* I wiſh ſhe would lend you her pretty white hand 
In mending your caſſock, and ſmoothing your 
e 
8 (For the Dean was 10 ſhabby, and look'd like a 
e 
Thatthe Captain ſuppos'd be was Clovis to Roar) 
Whenever you ſec a caſſock and gown, 
4 A hundred to one but it covers a clown. 
Obſerve how a Parſon comes into a room ; 
G- d dn me! he hobbles as bad as my groom „ 
« A ſcholard, when juſt from his college broke A 
W100; 1 
Can hardly tell how to cry bs to a gooſe ; 2 9 5 
Your * Noveds, and Bluturcks, and Omurs, and To 
+ ü, 2 
" By # they don- t ſignify this 1 of An 


« To give a young g gentleman right education, 
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The army's the only good ſchool in the nation: : 
My ſchool-maſter call'd me a dunce and a fool, Fo 
But at cults I was always the cock of the ſchool; ME 
I never could take to my book for the blood o'me. 
And the puppy confeſs'd he expected no good o me 
He caught me one morning coquetting his wife, 
„ But he maul'd me, I ne'er was ſo maul'd in | 

« my life: — — 4 
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© Ovids, P jutarchs, Homers. bo 


THE GRAND QUESTION. ” 


= * 80 1 took to the road, and, what's very odd, 
ne firſt man I robb'd was a Parſon, by "e 

© « Now, madam, you l 'l think it a ſtrange thing 
= ſay, 15 
But the ſight of a book makes me ſick to this day.” 
Never ſince I was born did I hear ſo much wit, 
ec « And, madam, I A d till I thought I ſhould 
pz 
Lk « Sothen you Took" d ſcornfal, nd ſaift at the Dean, 5 
As who ſhould 25 Now, am I * ſkinny and 

« Jean?” | 

But he durſt not 10 much 3 as once open hi lips, 
And the Doctor was plaguily down in the hips.” 
Thus mercileſs Hannah ran on in her talk, 
25 1 Till ſhe heard the Dean call, ba: Will your Ladyſhip 
1 « walk?” 
N Her Ladyſhip anſwers, 8 . m juſt coming down: 5 
Ihen, turning to Hannah, and f forcing a evo | 
x Although it was plain in her heart ſhe was glad, 
BE Cry'd, *« Huſſy, why ſure the wench is gone mad! 
* How could theſe chimeras get into your brains: 
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Come hither, and take this old gen r your 5 
1 pains. 

But the Dean, if this fm mould come to his ears, 

Will never have done with his gibes and his jeers: 

For your life, not a word of the matter Icharge FE: 

. Give me but a barrack, a ſig for the clergy.” 


+ Nick-names for my lady. 
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33 SWIFT'S POEMS. 


No; not in all the Britiſh court; 


A middle: ſtate twixt peace and war; 


TY DEAN SWIFT. 
BY SIR ARTHUR ACHESON, 


| 00D cuſs have I to fing and vapour, 
For J am landlord to the Prapier : 
He, that of every ear's the charmer, 
Now condeſcends to be my farmer, 
And grace my villa with his ſtrains ; 1 
Lives ſuch a bard on Britiſh e * ke 
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For none but witlings there det 
Whoſe names and works (though dead) ar are made 
Immortal by the Dunciad; 
And, ſure as monument of braſs. 
Their fame to future time ſhall pals ; 
How, with a weakly warbling tongue, 
Of brazen knight they vainly ſung: 
A ſubject for their genius fit; 5 
He dares defy both ſenſe and wit. 
What dares he not? He can, we know it, 
A laureat make that is no poet; 
A judge, without the leaſt pretence 
To common law, or common ſenſe; 
A biſhop that is no divine; 
And coxcombs in red ribbons ſhine: 
Nay, he can make, what's greater far, 
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And ſay, there ſhall, for years together, 
Be peace apd war, and both, and neither, 


Happy, 
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DRAPIER'S-HILL 39 


Happy, O Market-hill! at leaſt, 

That court and courtiers have no taſte : : 
You never elfe had known the Dean, 

But as of old, obſcurely lain; 

All things gone on the ſame dull track, 
And Drapier's-hill * been ſtill Drumlack; 
But now your name with Penſhurſt vies, 


And Ne, 'd with fame ſhall reach the {kies. 


WI! give the world to Aer d 

Our thriving Dean has purchas'd land; 
A purchaſe, which will bring him clear 
Above his rent four pounds a year; 
Provided, to improve the ground. 

He will but add two hundred pound; 
And, from his endleſs hoarded ſtore, 

T0 build a houſe, five hundred more. 

Sir Arthur too ſhall have his will, 
And call the manſion Drapier” s Hill: 
That, when a nation, long enſlav'd, 
Forgets by whom it once was ſav'd; 
When none the Drapier's praiſe ſhall ſing, 
His — 8 aloft no longer — 


© The Deas gave this name toa "NO called 8 which 


he rented of Sir Arthur Acheſon, whoſe ſeat lay between that and 


Market-hill; and intended to build a houſe upon it, but after- 


wiuards changed his mind. 
5 3 f 1 


D 4 — <—s 


n 
— — 


— _= 2 * 
— — — — — a ; —— TED. * — 8 edi l rr 1 r — 
2 p 8 7 EAY a _ . . = S == =- - — — . — LEE k | — 8 = = 
* 5 — a 2 — 2 —— 2 a N . A i \ 
— — ae - — — . — — ——_ 8 * = 2 — 2 = 
2 Hs — _ = —— —— n — — — — — * 
— — — * ” - n — . 1 i * - « . , — 
= 1 EEE z — — L _ —_ . . * 9 — — N ES" _ . — 1 
— 3 9 iy — - ITE hn. 6 9 = IO, 222 — 9 — — — - . 2 = _ — _ oe © — 
— — — — IISIs r . r — — 8 - 5 E : i F Hz == 
en = N — ba - — l l a are. 8 —— I — 8 — ͤ— 5 5 page - . ME" , — — . 2 1 a ra — 
n 2 — 2 — —— 8 * 2 ——— — A * cu = a6 — — — — 1 —— 8 ä——— — PPÄDL—T— — 
7 = 3 = = „ o — — N 8 - -— - « 2 2 = 8 r ba = 3 
= = — —— TT = = pRony 1» - = - — 8 = — —— — —. — D —— 
—_— \ by N Y \ ol 2 — 6 I's r G —— — * - wen] Re —— 2 — 1 arc — rn 2 n —— — 
—— 3 l \ \ _- w _ 8 n — — 3 = = — — —— — —_ n — cle „ = — hs - — — — — 
S ET ION * 3 — l — 1 — — > ol — — — — = —— - A mh * _ A —— ons a — — . — — OE men — 
EET r — GO —————— . — — IS 2 = == 2 — — Mo . ——— —— — vv—K1—.ꝛ—ñ— — 
8 * : > ko - ** » — — — 7 ie: — —— — 8 pen l — * 4 l 
- —_ — 2 os 4 r F — — — — s — —— = 2 8 
N 3 aaron — — — — r——ꝛ—mñ —-—¼ v7 £ — - — apannty exp ev —— — — — * — — - _ 2 
— — : IIS - | — —— = : —＋ —5 — 8 a = — 
EEE — ESE =_ _—_ = a : 
* . — r — 
. - Ran — — f 
* — — Os — — — — — — — E \ | 
PF... RE - = 


— 
+ — 
— 


3 
— == 
_ Ch = _—_ 
— N— — 4 ͥ ͥꝗꝙ— dkj— 
_ I 8 
1 — — — 2 — 
— — — — — — GO * s 


40 8SWIFT'S POEMS. 


His medals and his prints forgotten, 
And all his ® handkerchiefs are rotten, 
His famous Letters made waſte-paper, 
This hill may keep the name of Drapier; 
In ſpite of envy, flouriſh ſtill, 
And Drapier's vie with Cooper s hill. 


THE DEAN'S REASONS 
FOR NOT BUILDING AT DRAPIER'S HILL 


1 WILL not build e on 83 mount: 
=» And, ſhould you call me to account, 
Conſulting with myſelf, I find, : 
It was no levity of mind, 

Whate'er I promis d or intended, 

No fault of mine, the ſcheme is ended: 
Nor can you tax me as unſteady, 

T have a hundred cauſes ready: 

All riſen ſince that flattering time, 
When Drapier's-hill appear'd in rhyme, 
1 am, as now too late I find, 
The greateſt cully of mankind : 

The loweſt boy in Martin's ſchool 

May turn and wind me like a fool. 
How could I form ſo wild a viſion, 
To ſeek, in deſerts, Fields Elyſian ? 


® Medals were caſt, many ſigns hung up, and handkerchiefs 


made with devices, in honour of the Dean, unter the name of a 


M. B. Neapiere 2 
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REASONS FOR NOT BUILDING, Ke, 42 


BE To live in fear, ſuſpicion, variance, 
With thieves, fanatics, and barbarians ? 
ü But here my Lady will object; 
' Your Deanſhip ought to recollect, 
That, near the Knight of Gosford Plac'd, 
Whom you allow a man of taſte, 
| Your intervals of time to ſpend 
With ſo converſable a friend, 
It would not ſignify a pin 
Whatever climate you were in. 5 
Tris true, but what advantage comes 
> To me from all a uſurer's s plumbs; 
Though I ſhould ſee him twice a day, 
And am his neighbour croſs the rey 3 : 
If all my rhetoric muſt fail 
To ſtrike him for a pot of ale ? 

Thus, when the learned and the wiſe 
Conceal their talents from our eyes, 
And from deſerving friends with-hold | 
Their gifts, as miſers do their gold; 
Their knowledge to themſelves confin'd 
Is the ſame avarice of mind; 

Nor makes their Samet aan better, 
Than if they never knew a letter. 
Such is the fate of Gosford's Knight, 
Who keeps his wiſdom out of ſight; 
Whoſe uncommunicative heart 

Will ſcarce one precious word impart : 
Still rapt in ſpeculations deep, 

His outward ſenſes faſt aſleep; 
Who, while I talk, a ſong will hum, 
Or, with his fingers, beat the drum; 
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42 SWIFT'S POEMS. 


Beyond the ſkies tranſports his mind, 
And leaves a lifeleſs corpſe behind. 
But, as for me, who ne'er could clamber high, 
To underſtand Malebranche or Cambray ; 
Who ſend my mind (as I believe) leſs 
Than others do, on errands ſleeveleſs; ; 
Can liſten to a tale humdrum, 5 
And with attention read Tom Thumb; 1 
My ſpirits with my body progging, " 
Both hand in hand together jogging; 1 
Sunk over head and ears in matter, = 
Nor can of metaphyſics ſmatter ; _ 1 5 
Am more diverted with a quibble = 
Than dream of words intelligible ; . 
And think all notions too abſtracted _ 
Are like the ravings of a crackt head ; Hee 
What intercourſe of minds can be = 
Betwixt the Knight ſublime and me. 
If when I talk, as talk I muſt, __ == 
Tt is but prating to a buſt ? 
Where friendſhip is by Fate deſign'd, 
It forms a union in the mind: 
But here I differ from the Knight 
In every point, like black and white: 
For none can ſay that ever yet 
We both in one opinion met: 
Not in philoſophy, or ale; 
In ſtate- affairs, or planting cale; 
In rhetoric, or picking ſtraws; 
In roaſting larks, or making laws; 
In public ſchemes, or catching flies; 9 5 
. In parliaments, or pudding-pies. 1 
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REASONS FOR NOT BUILDING, &c. 43 
The neighbours wonder why the Knight 
Should in a country life delight, 
Who not one pleaſure entertains 


To cheer the ſolitary ſcenes: 
His gueſts are few, his viſits rare 


Nor uſes time, nor time will e; 3 
Nor rides, nor walks, nor hunts, nor fowls, 
Nor plays at cards, or dice, or bowls; 


But, ſeated in an eaſy chair, 
Deſpiſes exerciſe and air. 


His rural walks he ne'er adorns ; . 


Here poor Pomona fits on charts ; 
And there neglected Flora ſettles 


Her bum upon a bed of nettles, F 


Thoſe thankleſs and officious cares 
I us'd to take in friends affairs, 


From which I never could refrain, 


And have been often chid in vain : 


From theſe I am recover'd quite, 


At leaft in what regards the Knight. 


' Preſerve his health, his ſtore increaſe ; 
May nothing interrupt his peace! 
But now let all his tenants round 

Firſt milk his cows, and after, pound : 
Let every cottager conſpire 


To cut his hedges down for fire: 


The naughty boys about the village 
His crabs and ſloes may freely pillage : 
He ſtill may keep a pack of knaves 
To ſpoil his work, and work by halves: 


His meadows may be dug by ſwine, 
It mall be no concern of mine: ee 
8 For 
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For why ſhould I continue ſtill 
To ſerve a friend againſt his will ? 


A PANEGYRICK ON THE. DEAN, 


In the Perſon of a Lavy 1 in the Noxru®, 1 1730. 


R 


ESO LV. D my gratitude to ſhow, 


But now, in all our ſex's name, 


My artleſs Muſe ſhall ſing your fame. 


Indulgent you to female kind, 


To all their weaker ſides are blind : 


Nine more ſuch champions as the Dean 


Would ſoon reſtore our ancient reign; 
How well, to win the ladies hearts, 


You celebrate their wit and parts! 


How have I felt my ſpirits rais'd, 


By you ſo oft, ſo highly prais d! 


Transform'd by your convincing tongue 


To witty, beautiful, and young, 


hope to quit that aukward ſhame, 


Affected by each vulgar dame, 

To modeſty a weak pretence 

And ſoon grow pert on men of ſenſe; - 
To ſhew my face with ſcornful air ; 


Let others match it, if they dare. 


The lady of Sir Arthur Acheſon, 


Thrice reverend Dean, for all I owe, 
Too long I have my thanks _ d; 
' Your favours left too long unpaid ; 
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Impatient to be out of debt, 
O, may I never once forget 


The bard, who humbly deigns to chooſe 


Me for the ſubject of his Mule ! 


Behind my back, before my noſe, 
He ſounds my praiſe in verſe and proſe. 


My heart with emulation burns 


To make you ſuitable returns : 
My gratitude the world ſhall know : 
And ſee, the printer's boy below; 
Ye hawkers all, your voices lift; 

1 Panegyrlck on Dean Swift! 


15» 


And then to mend the matter ſtill, 


By Lady Anne of Market-hill! y? 


I thus begin: My grate ful Muſe | 


Salutes the Dean in different views; 
Dean, butler, uſher, jeſter, tutor; 
Robert and Darby's coadjutor : 
And, as you in commiſſion lit, 
To rule the dairy next to f Kit. 


In each capacity I mean 


Nor of your rank will bate an ace, 


Except to give Dean Daniel place. 55 
In you ſuch dignity appears, 
So ſuited to your ſtate and years! 


With ladies what a ſtrict decorum! 


With what devotion. you adore em! 


»The names of two overſeers. 
+ My lady's footman. 
85 2 


A PANEGYRICK ON THE DEAN. 4 5 


To ſing your praiſe. And firſt as Dean: 15 
Envy muſt own, you underſtand your 
Precedence, and ſupport your grandeur : 


Treat 


45 SWIFT'S POEMS. 


Treat me with. ſo much complaiſance, 
As fits a princeſs in romance ! 

By your example and aſſiſtance, 
The fellows learn to know their diſtance. 
Sir Arthur, fince you ſet the pattern, 

No longer calls me ſnipe and ſlattern; 
Nor dares he, though he were a duke, 
Offend me with the leaſt rebuke. 
Proceed we to your * preaching next; 
How nice you ſplit the hardeſt text! 
How your ſuperior learning ſhines = 
Above our neighbouring dull divines ! 
At Beggar's Opera not fo full pit 
Is ſeen, as when you mount our pulpit. 
Conſider now your converſation: 
Regardful of your age and ſtation, 
You ne'er were known, by paſſion ſtirr” d, 
To give the leaſt offenſive word: 
But ſtill, whene'er you ſilence break, 
Watch every ſyllable you ſpeak: 
Your ſtyle ſo clear, and fo conciſe, 
We never aſk to hear you twice. 
But then, a parſon ſo genteel, 
So nicely clad from head to heel ; 
So fine a gown, a band fo clean, 
As well become St. Patrick's Dean, 
Such reverential awe expreſs, 85 
That cow- boys know you by your 1 
Then, if our neighbouring friends come here, 
How proud are we when you appear, 


* The author preached but once while he was there. 


With 
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With fuck addreſs and graceful port, 

As clearly ſhews you bred at court? 
Now raiſe your ſpirits, Mr. Dean, 

I] lead you to a nobler ſcene. 

When to the vault you walk 1 in ſtate, 

In quality of butler $-mate; _ 

You next to Dennis bear the ſway : 

To you we often truſt the key : 

Nor can he judge with all his art 

So well, what bottle holds a quart : 

What Pints may beſt for bottles paſs, 

— Juſt to give every man his glaſs: eg 
. When proper to produce the beſt; 
And what may ſerve a common d 
With Dennis you did ne'er combine, 

Not you, to ſteal your maſter's wine; 
Except a bottle now and then, 
To welcome brother ſerving- men; 
But that is with a good deſign, 
Io drink Sir Arthur's health and mine; 5 
7 Your maſter's honour to maintain; = 
And get the like returns again. . 
Jour uſher's poſt muſt next be handled : 9 

| How bleſt am I by ſuch a man led! 5 
Under whoſe wiſe and careful guardſhip 
I now deſpiſe fatigue and hardſhip : 

Familiar grown to dirt and wet, 

Though daggled round, I ſcorn to fret: 

From you my chamber-damſels learn 

My broken hoſe to patch and darn. 
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48 S8 WIF T's POEMS. 
Now as a jeſter I accoſt you; 
Which never yet one friend has loſt you. 
You judge fo nicely to a hair, 1 
Ho far to go, and when to ſpare ; J | F [- 
By long experience grown ſo wile, TRE 
Of every taſte to know the ſize; 
There's none ſo ignorant or weak. 
To take offence at what you ſpeak. 
Whene' er you joke, tis all a caſe 1 
Whether with Dermot, or His Grac 
With Teague O' Murphey, or an earl; A 
A ducheſs, or a kitchen-girl. =_ 
With ſuch dexterity you fit 4 ; 0 
Their ſeveral talents with your wit, 5 
That Moll the chamber-maid can ſmoke, 
And Gahagan f take every joke. 
I now become your humble ſuitor 
| To let me praiſe you as my tutor. 
Poor I, a favage bred and born, 
By you inſtructed every morn, 
Already have improv'd fo well, 
That I have almoſt learnt to ſpell : 47 
The neighbours, who come here to dine, 43 
Admire to hear me ſpeak ſo fine. 3 
How envioully the ladies look, |. 
When they ſurprize me at my bock! 
And ſure as they're alive at night 
As ſoon as gone will ſhow their ſpite: 
Good lord! what can my Lady mean, 
Converſing with that ruſty Dean! 


4 The clown FE cut down the old thorn at Market-Hill., 1 
She s 
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She's grown ſo nice, and ſo penurious, 

With Socrates and Epicurius! = 

How could ſhe fit the live-long day, 

8 Vet never aſk us once to play ? | 

; But I admire your patience moſt; 

27 That when I'm duller than a poſt, 

L my Nor can the plaineſt word pronounce, 
Jou neither fume, nor fret, nor flounce ; 

Are ſo indulgent, and ſo mild, 
As if I were a darling child. 

So gentle is your whole proceeding, 

That I could ſpend my life in reading. 
You merit new employments daily: 

Our thatcher, ditcher, gardener, baily. 

And to a genius ſo extenſive _ 

No work is grievous or offenſive : 

Whether your fruitful fancy lies 

> To make for pigs convenient ſtyes ; ; 

Dr ponder long with anxious thought 

Io baniſh rats that haunt our vault : 

Nor have you grumbled, reverend Dean, 

1 . To keep our poultry ſweet and clean; 

Io ſweep the manſion-houſe they dwell! in, 

And cure the rank unſavory ſmelling. 

F Noc enter as the dairy hand- maid: 

= Such charming * butter never man made, 

Let others with fanatic face 

a Talk of their milk for babes of grace; ; 
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: A 1 3 of making butter for breakfaſt, by flling | a bottle with 
eam, and me it till the butter comes. 


nes . . VIII. E From 
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From tubs their ſnuffling nonſenſe utter; Ut” 
N Thy milk ſhall make us tubs of butte.. 
The biſhop with his foot may burn it *, by 
But with his hand the Dean can churn it. 1 
How are the ſervants overjoy'd LEH] 
To fee thy Deanſhip thus employ'd ! = 
Inſtead of poring on a book, ; 1 
Providing butter for the cook ! Yau 
Three orningvhagry. you toſs and ſhake 4 
The bottle till your fingers ake: 
_ Hard is the toil, nor ſmall the art, 
The butter from the whey to part: 
Behold a frothy ſubſtance riſe; 1 
He cautious, or your bottle flies. = 
The butter comes, our fears are ceas'd; Mu] 
And out you ſqueeze an ounce at legit. ET 
| Your Reverence thus, with like ſuccels, Mx 
(Nor is your {kill or labour les) 75 
When bent upon ſome ſmart lampoon, 7 
Will toſs and turn your brain till noon; To 
Which, in its jumblings round the ſkull, Mx 
Dilates and makes the veſſel full: 
While nothing comes but froth at ard, 9 
You think your giddy head will burſt; Tt . 
But, ſqueezing out four lines! in rhyme, WY 
Are largely paid for all your time. N 
But you have rais'd your generous mind 
To works of more exalted kind. 
Palladio was not half ſo {kill'd i "BR 
The grandeur or the art of building. 


* Tei 15.4 Common ſaying, when the milk burns- to, that the a0 . | 
or r the biſhop has ſet his foot i in it. | ge 4 
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Two temples of magnific ſize 
5 Attract the curious traveller's eyes, 
WEE That might be envy'd by the Greeks 
i $7 Rais'd up by you in twenty Weeks: 
1 1 Here gentle goddeſs Cloacine 
ZZ Receives all offerings at her ſhrine. 
In ſeparate cells, the he's and ſhe's, 
7 Here pay their vows with bended knees! 
Poor 'tis prophane when ſexes mingle, 
And every nymph muſt enter ſingle; 

© And when ſhe feels an inward motion, 
Ccme filld with reveretice and devotions e 
1 The baſhful maid, to hide her bluſh, 
Shall creep no more behind a buſh ; 
Here unobſerv'd ſhe boldly goes, 
| As who ſhould ſay, to pluck a role. 
3 Ye, who frequent this hallow'd ſcene, 

= Be not ungrateful to the Dean; 
3 But duly, ere you leave your ſtations 
= Offer to him a pure libation, 
= 5 Or of his own or Smedley's lay, 
= Or billet-doux, or lock of hay: 
And, O! may all who hither come, 
WE Return with unpolluted thumb ! 
Feet, when your lofty domes 1 praiſe, | Ls 
5 I ſigh to thine. of ancient days. 
Permit me then to raiſe my ſtyle, 
And ſweetly moralize a while. 

Thee, bounteous goddeſs Cloacine, 


To temples why do we confine * 

Forbid in open air to breathe, 

ou are thine altars fixt beneath? — — 
E 2 When y 


- 
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When Saturn rubd the ſkies alone, —_— 
(That golden age to gold unknown) THE 
This earthly globe, to thee aſſign'd, 
Receiv'd the gifts of all mankind. 
Ten thouſand altars ſmoaking round 5 

Were built to thee with offerings crown'd: 1 
And here thy daily votaries plac'd . 
Their ſacrifice with zeal and haſte: 1 
The margin of a purling ſtream 1 

Sent up to thee a grateful ſteam; # 
Though ſometimes thou wert Pie d to wink, 

If Naiads ſwept them from the brink: 

Or where appointing lovers doe 

The ſhelter of a ſhady grove; 
Or offer d in ſome flower y rake,” 

Were, waſted by a gentle gale, EE 
There many a flower abſterſive grew, 1 
Thy favourite flowers of yellow hue; 1 
The crocus and the daffodil, LO Ra bo 1 
The cowſſip ſoft, and ſweet jonquil. 

But when at laſt uſurping Jove 
1 Old Saturn from his empire drove; 
| Then gluttony, with greaſy paws 

Her napkin pinn'd up to her j Jaws, 15 — 
With watery chaps, and wagging chin, 1 
Brac'd like a drum her oily ſckin 1 
Wedg'd in a ſpacious bow-chatts | $9 i 

And on her plate a treble ſhare, 

As if ſhe n&er could have enough, 
Taught harmleſs man to cram and ſtuff. 
She ſent her prieſt in wooden ſhoes 

From haughty Gaul to make ragoos; 
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© Inſtead of wholeſome bread and cheeſe, 
I To dreſs their ſoups and fricaſſees; 
„ And, for our home-bred Britiſh cheer, 
Botargo, catſup, and caveer. 
This bloated harpy, ſprung from hell, 
Confin'd thee, goddeſs, to a cell: 
Sprung from her womb that! impious line, 
Contemners of thy rites divine. 
Pirſt, lolling floth in woollen cap 
Taking her after-dinner nap : 
Pale dropſy with a fallow face, 
Her belly burſt, and ſlow her pace: 
And lordly gout, wrapt up in furr: 
1 And wheezing aſthma, loth to ſtir: 
Vooluptucus eaſe, the child of wealth, 
Infecting thus our hearts by ſtealth. 
None ſleek thee now in open air, 
” To thee no verdant altars rear ; 
But, in their cells and vaults obſcene. 
© Preſent a ſacrifice unclean ; 
Prom whence unſavoury vapours roſe, 
> Offenſive to thy nicer noſe, 
Ah! who, in our degenerate days, - 
As nature prompts, his offering pays? 
Here nature never difference made 
Between the ſceptre and the ſpade. 
Te great- ones, why will ye diſdain 
To pay your tribute on the plain? 
Why will you place in lazy pride 
Your altars near your couches ſide; 
When from the homelieſt earthen ware 
. Are ſent up offerings 2 more ſincere, 
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Than where the haughty dutcheſs locks 
| Her ſilver vaſe in cedar-box ? ; 
Yet ſome devotion ſtill remains —_—_ 
Among our harmleſs northern ſwains, .A- 
| Whole offerings, plac'd ; in golden ranks, | The: 
Adorn our cryſtal rivers' banks ; RR 
Nor ſeldom grace the flowery Gowns, _ = 
With ſpiral tops and copple-crowns; | 
Or gilding in a ſunny morn 
The humble branches of a thorn. 
80, Poets ſing, with golden bough 
The Trojan hero paid his vow. 
Hither, by luckleſs error led, 
The crude conſiſtence oft' I tread; 
Here, when my ſhoes are out of caſe, _—_ 
Unweeting gild the tarniſh'd lace ; _ _ 
Here, by the ſacred bramble ting d. . 
My petticoat is doubly fring'd. 1 1 
Be witneſs for me, nymph divine, 5 5 
I never robb'd thee with deſign: 7 
Nor will the zealous Hannah pout 
To waſh thy injur'd offering out. 
hut ſtop, ambitious Muſe, in time, 1 
Nor dwell on ſubjects too ſubline. ERS: 
In vain on lofty heels I trend; 9 
Aſpiring to exalt my head; = 
With hoop expanded wide: and light, 
In vain I "tempt too high a flight. 
Me Phcobus in a midnight dream 
Accoſting ſaid, Go ſhake your cream *.* 
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* In the bottle, to make butter. 
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Be humbly minded, know your poſt ; 

Sweeten your tea, and watch your toalt, 

Thee beſt betits a lowly ſtyle: „„ 

Teach Dennis how to ſtir the * gulle M 
With + Peggy Dixon thoughtful fit, = 
Contriving for the pot and ſpit. 

Take down thy proudly fwelling fails, 

And rub thy teeth, and pare as nails ; 

At nicely carving ſhew thy wit; 

But ne'er preſume to eat a bit: 

Turn every way thy watchful eye, 

And n n ve: hire to ply: 


BY empty 1 except your own. 
7 Be theſe thy arts; nor higher aim 

1 Than what befits a rural dame. 
Fut Cloacina, goddeſs bright, 

3 9 Sleek —— claims her as his right: 

= 53 And Smedley, flower of all divines, 
Srſhall ling the Dean in Smedley's lines. 


TWELVE ARTICLES. 


1 0 5 EST 3 it may more quarrels breed, 
„ I will never hear you read. 


! 1 i. By diſputing, I will never, 
== To convince you, once endeavour. 


Il. When a paradox you flick to, 
1 will never contradict. you. 


* The quantity of ale or beer brewed at one time. 
t Mrs, Dixon, the e 
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IV. When I talk, and you are heedleſs, 
I will ſhew no anger needleſs, | 


V. When your ſpeeches are abſurd, 
1 will ne'er object a word. 


VI. When you furious argue wrong, 
| | J will grieve, and hold my tongu e. 


VII. Not a jeſt or humourous ſtory 
Will I ever tell before ye: 

'To be chidden for explaining, 

When ou quite miſtake the meaning 


VIII. Never more will | ſuppoſe, 
= You can ne my verſe or proſe. 


IX. You no more at me ſhall fret, 
While [ teach, and you forget 


X. You (all caves bear me thunder, 
When you blunder on, and blunder, 


| XI Shew your poverty of ſpirit, 
And in dreſs place all your merit; 
Give yourſelf ten thouſand airs; 


That with me ſhall break no ſquares, 


XIE. Never will 1 give advice, | ES 3 


Till you pleaſe to aſk me thrice : ; 
Which, if you in ſcorn reject, 
Twill be Juſt as I ä | 


Thus we both ſhall have our ends, 
And continue ſpecial friends, 


n 
n 
8 
ä 
N 
n. 
** 7 
938. 
* ix 
805 
Ra 
2 
* * 
$2. 
" $89 
N 
"OF FOR 
. 
W 
5 * * 75 
. 
N 53 
A ORE 7 
* Na 
W 
e 
a 
n 
r 7 
K 2 
> 
79 
3745 
7 EG 
„ 
n 
5 4 
ES 
l 
2 
. 
4 3 
1 "$6 
8 
* c 
I. 
1 i 
LY . 
* * 7 4 
bs : 
+ "a 
„ 
Er 
"ER. 9 
ne 
5 
# 2 
5 
305108 
bY 
A; 
Xs 
#7 y 


1 Ah 

VIA Met 

, __ 11 

, Oh * 7 

, 1 \ 
$7 > 

5 o 

k 

T H | | 
7 

* . 1 
2 - 
. 

; 1s 
17 25 
7 


e A Ng ey 6; ws = DEER”. Wa ot nn I ee 7 
3 . 4 - r Ee. as i, 2 A Ser nal 5, 
F * = + 5 7 3 r 
e : 7 oY 3 A r IE Ne DRC - r 
„ he mh OW IE a 3 = 
T0 5 4 hs _ 


4+ 7 


4 N 
as 1 


— 


THE: REVOLUTION 
* MARKET HILL: 1750 


pRoma diſtant regions Fortune ſends 


An odd triumvirate of friends; 


Where Phœbus pays a ſcanty ſtipend, 
Where never yet a codlin ripen'd: 
Hither the frantic goddeſs draws  *' 
Three ſufferers in a ruin'd cauſe : 

By faction baniſh'd, here unite, 
A Dean *, a Spaniard , and a Knight F; 3 
Unite, but on conditions cruel ; 
The Dean and Spaniard find it too well, 

Condemn'd to live in ſervice hard; 

On either ſide his honour's guard: 

The Dean to guard his honour's back, 


Muſt build a caſtle at Drumlack; 


The Spaniard, ſore againſt his will, 


Muſt raiſe a fort at Market-hill. 


And thus the pair of humble gentry 

At north and ſouth are poſted centry z 
While, i in his lordly caſtle fixt, 

The Knight triumphant reigns betwixt : 
And, what the wretches moſt reſent, 


To be why ſlaves, muſt pay him rent; 


S Dr. Swift. ? 


| + Col. Harry Leſlie, who ſerved and lived lag! in Spain; 
Y Sir Arthur Acheſon. 


 Atrend 
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Attend him daily as their chief, 


Decant his wine, and carve his beef. 
Oh, Fortune! tis a feandal for thee | 
To ſmile on thoſe who are leaſt worthy : 
| Weigh but the merits of the three, 
His ſlaves have ten times more than he. 
Proud Baronet of Nova Scotia! 
The Dean and Spaniard muſt reproach ye: 15 
Of their two fames the world enough rings: 5 
Where are thy ſervices and ſufferings? 
W What if for nothing once you kiſt, 
Againſt the grain, a monarch's fit ? 
What if, among the courtly tribe, 
Lou loſt a place, and ſav'd a bribe? 
And then in ſurly mood came here 
To fifteen hundred pounds a year, 
And fierce againſt the Whigs karghgu' d? 
You never ventur'd to be hang'd. 
How dare you treat your betters thus ? 
Are you to be compar'd with us ? 
Come, Spaniard, let us from our farms 
Call forth our cottagers to arms; * 
Our forces let us both unite, 
Attack the foe at left and right; 
From Market-hill's exalted head, 
Full northward let your troops be led; 
While I from Drapier's-mount deſcend, 
And to the ſouth my ſquadrons bend. 
New-river-walk with friendly ſhade 
I Shall keep my hoſt in ambuſcade; 
A White you, from where the baſon ſtands, 
© © Shall ſcale the rampart with your bands. 


E131 Admits us in, to ſtorm the fortreſs; 


Nor need we doubt the fort to win; 
I hold Intelligence within. 
True, Lady Anne no danger hoy 
Brave as the Upton fan ſhe wears; 
Then, leſt upon our firſt attack 
Her valiant arm ſhould force us back, 
And we of all our hopes depriv'd; 
1 have a ſtratagem contriv'd, 28 5 
. By theſe embroider'd high-heel'd ſhoes | 
She ſhall be caught as in a nooſe; 
XZ S$o well contriv'd her toes to pinch, 
She'll not have power to ſtir an inch: 


RE Theſe gaudy ſhoes muſt Hannah place Ef 


= Direc before her lady's face; ; 
= The ſhoes put on, our faithful portreſs 


ud 


While' tortur'd Madam bound remains, 
Like Montezume, in golden chains ; 3 

Or like a cat with walnuts ſhod 
Stumbling at every ſtep ſhe trod. 

Sly hunters thus, in Borneo's ile, 

To catch a monkey by a wile, 

The mimic animal amuſe ; WE 
They place before him loves. and ſhoes ; 


Which when the brute puts aukward on, 
All his agility 1 is gone: : 


In vain to friſk Or climb he tries; | 

The huntſmen ſeize the grinning Prize. 
. But let us on our firſt aſſault 
Secure the larder and the vault: 

2 | The valiant Dennis * you muſt fix on, 
And 1! engage with Peggy Dixon Tz 


* The butler. + The 838 
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Then, if we once can ſeize the key 
And cheſt, that keeps my lady's tea, 
They muſt ſurrender at diſcretion ; 
And, ſoon as we have gain'd polleffion, 
We'll act as other conquerors do, 
Divide the realm between us two : 


Then (let me ſee) we'll make the Knight 


Our clerk, for he can read and write; 
But muſt not think, I tell him that, 
Like Lorimer * to wear his hat: 
Let, when we dine without a friend, 
We'll place him at the lower end. 


Madam, whote kill does all in dreſs lie, : 


May ſerve to wait on Mrs. Leſlie ; 
But, leſt it might not be ſo proper 


That her own maid ſhould over-top her, 


To mortify the creature more, 
We'll take her heels five inches lower. 


For Hannah, when we have no need of her, 


"Twill be our intereſt to get rid of her: 
And, when we execute our plot, 
| *Tis beſt to hang her on the pot; 

As all your politicians wiſe 

Diſpatch the rogues by whom they riſe. 


* The agent. 
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A DIALOGUE 


BETWEEN 


TOM AND ROBIN. 1756, 


N 


5 
. 


THE FIRST PART. 


5 Ton. 80 Robin, What can 3 * mean 

. By bellowing thus againſt the Dean? ? 

7 Why does he call him paltry ſcribbler, 

| Ft Papiſt, and Jacobite, and Libeller ; 

1 Yet cannot prove a ſingle fact? 8 
ROBIN. Forgive him, Tom: his head i 18 leckt, | 

T. What miſchiefcan the Dean have done him, 

5 That Traulus calls for vengeance on him: 

a Why muſt he ſputter, ſpawl, and ſlaver it 

In vain againſt the people's favourite? 

= Revile that nation- ſaving paper, 

Which gave the Dean the name of Drapier FF 

R. Why, Tom, I think the caſe is plain; 

Ns Party and ſpleen have turn'd his brain. 

= T. Such friendſhip never man n profeſt, 

ne Dean was never ſo careſt; 

For Traulus long his rancour nurs'd, 

Till, God knows why, at laſt it burſt. 

That clumſy outſide of a porter, 

How could it thus conceal a courtier? 


KR. I own, appearances are bad; 

FA Yet ſtill inſiſt the man is mad. 

3 | T. Yet many a wretch in Bedlam knows 
be] How to diſtinguiſh friends from foes 3 ; 

_ 2 Lord Allen. P. s. 


And, 
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And, though perhaps among the rout. 
He wildly flings his filth about, 
He ſtill has gratitude and ſap'ence, | 
To ſpare the folks that give him ha' 'pence 3 3 
Nor in their eyes at random piſſes, 5 

But turns aſide like mad Ulyſſes: —_— 

While Traulus all his ordure featters . 
To foul the man he chiefly flatters. 1 
Whence come theſe inconſiſtent fits? . 
R. Why, Tom, the man has loſt his wits. Bp 

T. Agreed: and yet, when Towzer {naps = 
At people's heels with frothy chaps, 
Hangs down his head, and drops his tail, 

To ſay he's mad, will not avail; 

The neighbours all cry, Shoot him dead, 
« Hang, drown, or knock him on the head,” 
80 Traulus, when he firſt harangu 1 

I wonder why he was not hang d; 

For of the two, without diſpute, 

Towzer's the leſs offenſive brute. 

R. Tom, you miſtake the matter quite; ; 
Your barking curs will ſeldom bite; 
And though you hear him ſtut-tut-tut- er: 

He barks as faſt as he can utter. | 

1 Fe prates in ſpite of all impediment, 
Wbile none believes that what he ſaid he meant; 
Puts in his finger and his thumb 

To grope for words, and out they come. 

He call's you rogue; there's nothing in it, 

He fawns upon you in a minute: 

_© Begs leave to rail, but, d—n his blood * 
$6 He only meant it for your 7” ; 


- 
- NH 
£4 


-"_ His ids was VI tim 4, 


« He ſhot before your foes were prim 'd. 


« By this contrivance, Mr. Dean; 


« By G—! Il bring vou off as clean —* 
Then let him uſe you eer ſo rough, 
« *Twas all for love, and that's enough. 


But, though he ſputter through a ſeſſion, 


It never makes the leaſt impreſſion: 


Whate'er he ſpeaks for madneſs goes, 
With no effect on friends or foes. 


T. The ſcrubbieſt cur in all the pack 


Can ſet the maſtiff on your back. 
I own, his madneſs is a jeſt, 


If that were all. But he's paſſeſt, 


Incarnate with a thouſand imps, 


5 To work whoſe ends his madneſs pimps ; > 


Who o'er each ſtring and wire preſide, - 


Fill every pipe, each motion guide; Y 
Directing every vice we fing 
In Scripture, to the devil aſſign'd; 


| Sent from the dark infernal region, 
In him they lodge, and make him legions ” 
Of brethren he's a falſe accuſer; 

A flanderer, traitor, and ſour; - 

A fawning, baſe, trepanning lar; : 


The marks peculiar of his fire. 


Or, grant him but a drone at beſt ; 


A drone can raiſe a hornet's neſt. 


f 1 The Dean had felt their ſtings before; 
And muſt their malice ne'er give oer? 


Still ſwarm and buzz about his noſe? 


But Ireland's friends ne'er wanted foes. 


A pa- 
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A patriot is a dangerous poſt, 
When wanted by his country moſt; 
Perverſely comes in evil times, 
Where virtues are imputed crimes. 
His guilt is clear, the proofs are pregnant; 
A traitor to the vices regnant. 

What ſpirit, ſince the world began, 
Could always bear to ſtrive with man? 
Which God pronounc 'd, he never would, 
And ſoon convinc'd them by a flood. 
Vet ſtill the Dean on freedom raves ; 

His ſpirit always ſtrives with ſlaves. 
Tis time at laſt to ſpare his ink, B 
And let them rot, or hang, or ſink, | . 
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Tauts of os wed; 
Motley fruit of mungril ſeed ; 


| By the dam from lordlings "gy 
By the fire exhal'd from dung: 
Think on every vice in both, _ 
Look on him, and ſee their growth. 
View him on the mother's ſide, 
Fill'd with falſchood, ſpleen, and pride; 3 
Poſitive and over-bearing, 
Changing ſtill, and ſtill adhering; - 
Spiteful, peeviſh, rude, untoward, 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward 3 
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When his friends he moſt is hard on, 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon; 


Reputation ever tearing, 


Ever deareſt friendſhip ſwearing ; 7 
Judgment weak, and paſſion ſtrong, 


Always various, always wrong; 
Provocation never waits, 
Where he loves, or where he hates; 


Talks whate' er comes in his head; 
Wiſhes it were all unſaid. 


Let me now the vices trace, 


Prom the father's ſcoundrel race. 
. Who could give the looby ſuch airs? 
3 : Were they maſons, were they butchers ? 
1 5 Herald, lend the Muſe an anſwer 
From his atavi and grandſire: 
I This was dextrous at his trowel, 
That was bred to kill a cow well: 


Hence the greaſy clumſy mien 
In his dreſs and figure ſeen; 
Hence the mean and ſordid ſoul, 


Like his body, rank and foul ; 
== Hence that wild ſuſpicious peep, 


Like a rogue that ſteals a ſheep ; 


Hence he learnt the butcher's guile, 


How to cut your throat and ſmile ; 

Like a butcher, doom'd for life 

In his mouth to wear his knife; 

Hence he draws his daily food 

From his tenants vital blood. 
Laſtly, let his gifts be try'd, 

Borrow'd from the maſon's de — 
Vol. VIII. F 
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Some 
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Some perhaps may think him able 
In the ſtate to build a Babel ; 
Could we place him in a ſtation 
To deſtroy the old foundation. 


True indeed, I ſhould be gladder, 


Could he larn to mount a ladder. 
May he at his latter end 
Mount alive, and dead deſcend ! 
In him tell me which prevail, 
Female vices moſt, or male? 


What produc'd him, can you tell? 


Human race, or imps of hell ? 
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RN to beggars with a curſe, 


Throws the laſt ſhilling in his purſe; 
And, when the coachman comes for pay, 


The rogue mult call another day. 


Grave Harry, when the poor are preſſing, 
Give them a penny, and God's bleſſing; 


But, always careful of the main, 


With two-pence left, walks home in rain. 
Robin, from noon to night, will prate, 


Run-out in tongue, as in eſtate : 


And, ere a twelvemonth and a day, 
Will not have one new thing to ſay. 


Much talking is not Harry's vice : 
He need not tell a ſtory twice : 
* Sons of Dr. Leſlie. 


Harry was a colonel in the Spaniſh ſervice- 
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And, if he always be ſo thrifty, 


His fund may laſt to five and fifty, 
It fo fell out, that cautious Harry, 
As ſoldiers uſe, for love muſt marry, 


And, with his dame, the ocean croſt ; 

: (All for Love, or the World well Loſt + Ti 
Repairs a cabin gone to ruin, 

juſt big enough to ſhelter two in; 
And in his houſe, if any body come, 
Will make them welcome to his modicum. 


Where Goody Julia milks the cows, 


And boils potatoes for her ſpouſe; 


Or darns his hoſe, or mends his breeches, 


While Harry's fencing up his ditches. 


Robin, who ne' er his mind could fix 


To live without a coach and fix, 


A miſtreſs worth five thouſand pound; 
Swears he could get her in an hour, 

If Gaffer Harry would endow her; 
And ſell, to pacify his wrath, 


A birth-right for a meſs of broth. 


Young Harry, as all Europe knows, 


Was long the quinteſſence of beaux; 
But, when eſpous'd, he ran the fate 


That muſt attend the marry'd ſtate; 
From gold brocade and ſhining armour, 


Was metamorphos'd to a farmer; 


His grazier's coat with dirt beſmear'd; 


| Nor twice a week will ſhave his beard: 


Old Robin, all his youth a floven, 
At fifty-two, when he grew loving, 
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Clad in a coat of paduaſoy, 


A flaxen wig, and waiſtcoat gay, 


 Powder'd from ſhoulder down to flank, 
In courtly ſtyle addrefles frank 
Twice ten years older than his wife, 
Is doom'd to be a beau for lite; 
Supplying thoſe defects by dreſs, 
Which I muſt leave the world to gueſs. 


To BETTY THE GRIZETTE. 


\UEEN of wit and beadty, Betty 
Never may the Muſe forget ye: 


How thy face charms every ſhepher d, 
Spotted over like a leopard ! 


And thy freckled neck, diſplay'd, 
Envy breeds in every maid; 


Like a fiy-blown cake of tallow, 


Or on parchment ink turn'd yellow ; 


Or a tawny ſpeckled pippin, 
Shrivel'd with a winter's keeping. 


And, thy beauty thus diſpatch'd, 


Let me praiſe thy wit unmatch'd. 


Sets of phraſes, cut and dry, 


Evermore thy tongue ſupply. 
And thy memory is loaded 


With old ſcraps from plays exploded : 


Stock'd with repartees and Jokes, 
- Suited to all chriſtian folks: 


Shreds of wit, and ſenſeleſs rhymes, 


Blunder'd out a thouſand times. 
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Nor wilt thou of gifts be ſparing, 


Which can ne'er be worſe for wearing. 


Picking wit among collegians, 

In the play-houle upper regions; 
Where, in eighteen-penny gallery, 
5 Iriſh nymphs learn Iriſh raillery : 


But thy merit as failing, 
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Thus wid; talents well | endued_ 


To be ſcurrilous and rude ; 
When you pertly raiſe your ſnout, 
Fleer, and gibe, and laugh, and flout; 3. 


This among Hibernian aſſes 


For ſheer wit and humour paſſes, 


Thus indulgent Chloe, bit, 


Swears you have a ; world. of wit, 


DEATH AND DAPHNE, 
TO AN AGREEABLE YOUNG LADY, 
BUT EXTREMELY LEAN. 1730. 
SEATH went upon a folemn day 
At Pluto's hall his court to ** 


. The phantom, having humbly kiſt 


His griſly monarch's ſooty fiſt, 
Preſented him the weekly bills 


Of doctors, fevers, plagues, and Pills. 


Pluto, obſerving ſince the peace 


The burial-article decreaſe, 


And, vext to ſee affairs miſcarry, 
Declar d in council, Death mult marry; 


F 3 ow d 
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Vow'd he no longer could ſupport 


Old batchelors about his court; 


The intereſt of his realm had need 
That Death ſhould get a numerous breed; 

Young Deathlings, who, by practice made 
Proficient in their father's trade, 


With colonies might ſtock around 


His large dominions under ground. 


A conſult of coquettes below 
Was call'd, to rig him out a beau: 


From her own head Megzra takes 

A periwig of twiſted ſnakes ; 
Which in the niceſt faſhion curl'd, 
{Like toupets of this upper world) 
With flour of ſulphur powder'd well, 
That graceful on his ſhoulders fell; 


An adder of the ſable kind 


In line direct hung down behind; 


The owl, the raven, and the bat, 
Clubb'd for a feather to his hat; 


His coat, a uſurer's velvet pall, 
| Bequeath'd to Pluto, corpſe and all. 


But, loth his perſon to expoſe. 


Bare, like a carcaſc pickt by crows, 


A lawyer o'er his hands and face 


Stuck artfully a parchment-caſe. 
No new-fluxt rake ſhew'd fairer ſkin ; 


Nor Phyllis after lying- in. 
With ſnuff was fill'd his ebon box, 


Of ſhin- bones rotted by the pox. 


Nine ſpirits of blaſpheming fops, 
With aconite anoint his chops; 
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DEATH AND DAPHNE. 571 
And give him words of dreadful ſounds, 


G—d d—n his blood ! and b—d and w—ds ! 
Thus furniſh'd out, he ſent his train 


To take a houſe in Warwick-lane : 
The faculty, his humble friends, 


A complimental meſſage ſends : 
Their preſident in ſcarlet gown 


Harangued, and welcom'd him to town, 


But Death had buſineſs to diſpatch ; 


- His mind was running on his match. 


And, hearing much of Daphne s fame, 


His majeſty of terrors came, 
Fine as a colonel of the guards, 


To viſit where ſhe fate at cards: 


She, as he came into the room, 
Thought him Adonis in his bloom. 
And now her heart with pleaſure jumps ; 


She ſcarce remembers what is trumps ; 


For ſuch a ſhape of ſkin and bone 


Was never ſeen, except her own : 


Charm'd with his eyes, and chin, and ſnout, 


Her pocket-glaſs drew lily out ; 


And grew enamour'd with her phie, 
As juſt the counterpart of his. 
She darted many a private glance, 


And freely made the firſt ance 7 


Was of her beauty grown ſo vain, 
She doubted not to win the ſwain. 


Nothing ſhe thought could ſooner gain him, 
Than with her wit to entertain him. 


; She aſk'd about her friends below; 


This meagre fop, that batter'd beau: _ 
| . Whether 
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Whether ſome late departed toaſts 

Had got gallants among the ghoſts ? 

If Cloe were a ſharper ſtill 

As great as ever at quadrille ? 

(The ladies there muſt needs be rooks, 

For cards, we know, are Pluto's books) 

If Florimel had found her love, 

For whom ſhe hang'd herſelf above? L 

How oft” a week was kept a ball 

By Proſerpine at Pluto's hall? 

She fancied thoſe Elyſian ſhades. 

The ſweeteſt place for maſquerades: 

How pleaſant on the banks of Sty *. | 

To troll it in a coach and fix! _ 
What pride a female heart inflames! 

How endleſs are ambition's aims ! = 


| Ceaſe, haughty nymph ; the Fates decree 


Death muſt not be a ſpouſe far thee : 
For, when by chance the meagre ſhade 
Upon thy hand his finger laid, 

Thy hand as dry and cold as lead, 

His matrimonial ſpirit fled ; 

He felt about his heart a damp, 

That quite extinguiſh'd Cupid's lamp: 
Away the frighted ſpectre uds, 
And leaves my lady in the ſuds. 


DAPHNE. 
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I. knows, with equal eaſe, 
How to vex and how to pleaſe ; 3 


But the folly of her ſex 
Makes her ſole delight to vex. 


Never woman more devis' d 


> Surer ways to be deſpis d: 


Paradoxes weakly idding, 
Always conquer'd, never yielding. 


To diſpute, her chief delight, 
With not one opinion right: 


Thick her arguments ſhe lays on, 


And with cavils combats reaſon; 0 


Anſwers in deciſive way, 


Never hears what you can ſay: 

Still her odd perverſeneſs ſnows 

Chiefly where ſhe nothing knows; 

And, where ſhe is moſt familiar, 

Always peeviſher and ſillier: 

All her ſpirits in a flame 

When ſhe knows ſhe's moſt to blame. 
Send me hence ten thouſand miles, 


From a face that always ſmiles : 


None could ever act that part, 

But a Fury in her heart. 

Ye who hate ſuch inconſiſtence, 
To be eaſy, keep your diſtance: 
Or in folly ſtill befriend her, 


But have no concern to mend her, 


Loſe 
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Loſe not time to contradict her, 
Nor endeavour to convict her. 
Never take it in your thought, 
That ſhe'll own, or cure a fault. 
Into contradiction warm her, 

Then, perhaps, you may reform her : 
Only take this rule along, 
Always to adviſe her wrong; 

And reprove her when ſhe's right ; 
She may then grow wile for ſpite. 
No — that ſcheme will ne' er ſucceed, 
She has better learnt her creed : 

She's too cunning, and too Kilful, 
When to yield, and when be wilful. 
Nature holds her forth two mirrors, 
One for truth, and one for errors: 


That looks hideous, fierce, and frightful; 


This is flattering and delightful : 
That ſhe throws away as foul ; 
| Sits by this, to dreſs her ſoul. 
Thus you have the caſe in view, 
Daphne, twixt the Dean and you, 
Heaven forbid he ſhould deſpiſe thee 
But will never more adviſe thee. 
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THE PHEASANT AND THE LARK. 


A FABLE. B Y DR. DELANY, 1730. 


« — Quis iniquæ 
6 Tam patiens urbis, tam Vain ut teneat ſe ?* S 


IN ancient times, as bards indite, 


| Joy. 


* (If clerks have conn'd the records right) 


A Peacock reign'd, whoſe glorious ſway 
His ſubjects with delight obey: _ 
His tail was beauteous to behold, 
Replete with goodly eyes and 8844 
Fair emblem of that Monarch's guiſe, 
Whoſe train at once is rich and wiſe: 
And princely rul'd he many regions, 


And ſtateſmen wiſe, and valiant legions. 


A Pheaſant Lord *, above the reſt, 
With every grace and talent bleſt, 
Was ſent to ſway, with all his ſkill, 
The ſceptre of a neighbouring hill f. 
No ſcience was to him unknown, 
For all the arts were all his own : 

In all the living learned read, 


Though more delighted with the dead: 


For birds, if ancient tales ſay true, 
Had then their 3 and Homers too; 


0 Land Carteret, lord lieutenant of lrland. 
1 Ireland. 
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His foul with harmony inſpir'd, 


Could read and write in proſe and verſe, "3 
And ſpeak like ***, and build like Pearce . 


He knew their voices, and their wings, 
Who ſmootheſt ſoars, who ſweeteſt ſings ; 
Who toils with ill-fledg'd pens to climb, 
And who attain'd the true ſublime : 
Their merits he could well art 
He had fo exquiſite an eye ; 
And when that fail'd, to ſhew them clear, 
He had 28 exquiſite an ear. 
It chanc'd, as on a day he ſtray d, 
Beneath an Academic ſhade, _ 
He lik'd, amidſt a thouſand throats, 
The wildneſs of a Woodlark's + notes, 
And ſearch'd, and ſpy' d, and ſeiz'd his game, 


And took him home, and made him tame; 


Found him on trial true and able, Wo 


So cheer'd and fed him at his table. 

Here ſome ſhrewd criticks find I'm caught, 
And cries out, Better fed than taught”— 
Then jeſts on game and tame, and reads 
And jeſts, and ſo my tale proceeds. 

Long had he ſtudy'd in the Wood, 
Converſing with the wiſe and good; 
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With love of truth and virtue fir d:. 
His Brethren's good and Maker's praiſe 
Were all the ſtudy of his lays; 

Were all his ſtudy in retreat, 


And now employ'd him with the Great, 


* A famous modern gehe. 
+ Dr. Delany, 
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His friend Achip was the ſure reſort 
Of all the wretched at the Court; 
But chiefly merit in diſtrees 
His greateſt bleſſing was to bleſs, — 
This fix'd him in his Patron” 8 breaſt, 
But fir'd with envy all the reſt: 
Iz mean that noiſy craving crew, 
1 Who round the Court inceſſant flew, 
And prey'd like rooks, by pairs and dozens, 
> To fill the maws of ſons and couſins: 
„ Unmor'd their heart, and chill'd their blood, 
Jo every thought of common good, 
„ Confining every hope and care 
Jo their own low contracted ſphere.” 
= f Theſe ran him down with cęaſeleſs cry, 
hut found it hard to tell you why, 
Till his own worth and wit ſupply * 
en matter to deride: 
"Tis Envy's ſafeſt, ſureſt rule, 
« To hide her rage 1n ridicule : 
« The vulgar eye ſhe beſt beguiles, 
When all her ſnakes are deck'd with ſmiles : : 
Sardonic ſmiles, by rancour rais'd ! 
Tormented moſt when ſeeming pleas'd ! 25 
Their ſpite had more than half expir id, 
Had he not wrote what all admir'd ; 
What morſels had their malice wand, 
But that he built, and plann'd, and planted ! 
. How had his ſenſe and learning griev'd them, | 
'Z But that his charity reliev'd them! 
At higheſt Worth dull Malice reaches, 
* As ſlugs pollute the faireſt peaches : 
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« Envy defames, as harpies vile BY 
- « Devour the food they firſt defile.” P 
Now aſk the fruit of all his favour - — HE 
« He was not hitherto a ſaver” — . 
What then could make their rage run mad? 
«& Why what he hop'd, not what he had. I 
“ What tyrant e'er invented ropes, 1 
* Or racks, or rods, to puniſh hopes? _ "Mz 
« Th' inheritance of Hope and Fame 
Is ſeldom Earthly Wiſdom's aim ; 
Or, if it were, is not ſo ſmall, 
& But there is room enough for all.” 
If he but chance to breathe a ſong, 1 
(He ſeldom ſang, and never long) - Z Fa 
The noiſy, rude, malignant crowd, —_ 
Where it was high, pronounc'd it kad: 
Plain Truth was Pride; and what was ſillier, 
Eaſy and Friendly was Familiar. 5 
Or, if he tun'd his lofty lays, BF 
With ſolemn air to Virtue's praiſe, F 
Alike abuſive and erroneous, > 
They call'd it hoarſe and unharmonious ; 
Yet ſo it was to ſouls like theirs, 
Tuneleſs as Abel to the Bears! 1 
A Rook * with harſh malignant c caw 1 E [ 
Began, was follow'd by a Daw ef; 1 
(Though ſome, who would be thought to know, 1 
Are poſitive it was a Crow) 4 1 
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Jack Daw was ſeconded by Tit, 2 
Tom Tit þ could write, and ſo he writ; 1 


* Dr. T— r. wil + | Right Hon, Rach, Tighe, 
1 Dr. Sheridan. ih No 1 
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© 5 A tribe of tuneleſs praters follow, 

3 W The Jay, the Magpie, and the Swallow; 

: And twenty more their throats let looſe, 
Down to the witleſs waddling Gooſe. 

Some pick'd at him, ſome flew, ſome flutter” d, 
Some hiſs'd, ſome ſcream'd, and others mutter d: 
The Crow, on carrion wont to feaſt, 

The Carrion Crow condemn'd his taſte : 

The Rook in earneſt too, not joking, 

Swore all his ſinging was but croaking. 
Some thought they meant to ſhew their wie 
Might think ſo {till — © but that they n 
Couldi it be ſpite or envy; — © No 
Who did no ill, could have no foe.” — 

So Wile Simplicity eſteem'd, 

Quite otherwiſe True Wiſdom deem d; 

his queſtion rightly underſtood, 

* What more provokes than wing good ? 
A foul ennobled and refin'd 
Reproaches every baſer mind: 

As ſtrains exalted and melodious 
Make every meaner muſick odious.“ — 
Alt length the Nightingale * was heard, 
> For voice and wiſdom long rever'd, 

XX Efteem'd of all the wiſe and "good, 

5 1 The Guardian Genius of the wood : 

W, | * He long in diſcontent retir'd, 

2 Ye not obſcur'd, but more . . 
His brethren's ſervile ſouls diſdaining, 
= He * d indignant and c 
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ANSWER To DR. DELANY 8 FABLE 


go SWIFT'S POEMS. 
They now afreſh provoke his choler, 
(It ſeems the Lark had been his ſcholar, 
A favourite ſcholar always near him, 
And oft” had wak'd whole nights to hear him) 
Enrag' d he canvaſſes the matter, 
Expoſes all their ſenſeleſs chatter, 
Shews him and them in ſuch a light, 
. As more enflames, yet quells their ſpite. 
- They hear his voice, and frighted fly, 


For rage had rais'd it very high: 
Sham'd by the wiſdom of his Notes, 


5 — hide their — and ruth their throats. 


| or THE 


PHEASANT AND THE LARE. 
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N ancient times, the wife were able 
In proper terms to write a fable: 

| Their tales would always juſtly ſuit 
The characters of every brute. _ 

The aſs was dull, the lion brave, 
The ſtag was ſwift, the fox a knave; j 

The daw a thief, the ape a droll, 

The hound would ſcent, the wolf would prole; 
A pigeon would, if ſhown by Xſop, 
Fly from the hawk, or pick his peaſe up. 
Far otherwiſe a great Divine 
Has learnt his Fables to refine; 
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ANSWER TO PHEASANT AND LARK, 


He jumbles men and birds together, 
As if they all were of a feather : 
You ſee him firſt the peacock bring, 
Againſt all rules, to be a king; 


That in his tail he wore his eyes, 


By which he grew both rich and wiſe. 


Now, pray, obſerve the Doctor's choice, 


A peacock choſe for flight and voice: 
Did ever mortal ſee a peacock 


Attempt a flight above a kf 
And for his ſinging, Doctor, you know, 


Himſelf complain'd of it to Juno. 
He ſqualls in ſuch a helliſh noiſe, + 
It frightens all the village boys. 


* This peacock kept a ſtanding force, 


In regiments of foot and horſe ; 


Had ſtateſmen too of every bad 


Who waited on his eyes behind ; 
And this was thought the higheſt poſt ; 


For, rule the rump, you rule the roaſt. 
The doctor names but one at preſent, 


And he of all birds was a pheaſant. 


This pheaſant was a man of wit, 


Could read all books were ever writ = 

And, when among companions privy, | 

Could quote you Cicero and Livy. 

Birds, as he ſays, and I allow, 

Were ſcholars then, as we are now ; 

Could read all volumes up to folios, 

And feed on fricaflees and olios : 

This Pheaſant by the Peacock's will, 

Was Viceroy of a neighbouring — 
Vol. VIII. * And, 
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And, as he wander'd in his Park, 

He chanc'd to ſpy a Clergy Lark; 
Was taken with his perſon outward, 

80 prettily he pick'd a cow-t—d: 
'Then in a net the Pheaſant caught him, 
And in his palace fed and taught him. 
The moral of the Tale is pleaſant, 
Himſelf the lark, my Lord the pheaſant : 
A lark he is, and ſuch a lark 

As never came from Noah's ark: 
And though he had no other notion, 

But building, planning, and devotion; 

Though * tis a maxim you muſt know, 

Who 3585 no ill, can have no foe ; ; 

Vet how can 1 expres. in words 

The ſtrange ſtupidity of birds? 

This Lark was hated in the wood, 
Becauſe he did his brethren good. 
At laſt the Nightingale comes in, 
To hold the Doctor by the chin: 
We all can find out what he means, 

Y The worſt of diſaffected Deans : 

a Whoſe wit at beſt was next tO none, 

And now that little next is gone. 
Againſt the Court is always blabbing, 5 
And calls the Senate-houſe a Cabin; 
So dull, that, but for ſpleen and pile, 
We ne'er ſhould know that he could write 
Who thinks the nation always err'd, 
Becauſe himſelf is not preferr'd : _ 
His heart is through his Libel ſeen, 

Nor could his malice ſpare the Queen : 7 == 


. 


Who daily vends ſeditious traſh; 
Who dares revile the nation's wiſdom, 


Nor ever gave the poor a groat. 
One clincher more, and I have done, 
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Who, had ſhe known his vile behaviour, 
Would ne'er have ſhown him fo much favour, 
A noble Lord * has told his pranks, 


And well deſerves the nation's thanks, 
Oh! would the ſenate deign to ſhow 


Reſentment on this public Foe; 
Our Nightingale might fit a cage, 
There let him ſtarve, and vent his rage; 


Or, would they but in fetters bind, 


This enemy of human-kind! 
Harmonious Coffee F, ſhow thy zeal, 


Thou champion for the common-weal : 


Nor on a theme like this repine, 


For once to wet thy pen divine: 


Beſtow that Libeler a laſh, | 


But in the praiſe of virtue is dumb: 
That Scribbler laſh, who neither knows 
The turn of verſe, nor ſtyle of proſe ; 
Whoſe malice, for the worſt of ends, 


Would have us loſe our Engliſh friends; 


Who never had one public thought, 


I end my labours with a pun. 
Jove ſend this Nighingale may fall, 
Who ſpends his day and DI in gall ! 


* L. Allen, the ſame who 1s meant it by Traulus. 
+ A Dublin Garreteer. 
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80, Nightingale and Lark adieu; 


1 fee the greateſt owls in you 
That ever {creecht, or ever flew. 


ON THE IRISH-CLUB. 


| v E paultry underlings of ſtate, 
Ye ſenators, who love to prate; 
Ye raſcals of inferior note, 


Who for a dinner ſell a vote; 
Le pack of penſionary peers, 
Whoſe fingers itch for poets' ears; 
Ve biſhops far remov*d from Lins, 
Why all this rage ? Why theſe complaints 4 
Why againſt printers all this noiſe? 
This ſummoning of blackguard boys? 
Why fo ſagacious in your gueſlcs ? 
' Your , and fees, and arrs, and efſes ? 
Take my advice; to make you ſafe, 
J know a ſhoes” way be half. 
The point is plain; remove the cauſe; 
| Defend your liberties and laws. 
Be ſometimes to your country true, 
Have once the public good in view : 
Bravely deſpiſe Champagne at Court, 
And chuſe to dine at home with Port: 
Let Prelates, by their good behaviour, 
Convince us they believe a Saviour; 
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THE PROGRESS OF MARRIAGE. B85 
Nor ſell what they ſo dearly bought, 
This country, now their own, for nought. 
Ne'er did a true ſatiric Muſe 
Virtue or Innocence abuſe; 


And *tis againſt poetic rules 


To rail at men by nature fools: 
gut R * * % % * * * 
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THE PROGRESS OF MARRIAGE, 
ZETATIS SURE fifty-two, 


A rich Divine began to woo 

A handſome, young, imperious girl, 
Nearly related to an Earl. : 
Her parents and her friends conſent, 

The couple to the temple went : 
They firſt invite the Cyprian queen ; 3 
= "Twas anſwer' d,“ She would not be ſeen?” 
i The Graces next, and all the Muſes, 
Were bid in form, but ſent excuſes. 
Juno attended at the porch, 

With farthing-candle for a torch ; 

While miſtreſs Iris held her train, 

The faded bow diſtilling rain. 

Then Hebe came, and took her place, 

But ſhew'd no more than half her face. 

Whate'er thoſe dire forebodings meant, 

In mirth the wedding-day was ipent; 
The wedding-day, you take me * 
J promiſe nothing for the night, 
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The Bridegroom, dreſt to make a figure, 

Aſſumes an artificial vigour; 

A flouriſht night-cap on, to grace 

His ruddy, wrinkled, ſmiling face; 

Like the faint red upon a pippin, 

Half wither'd by a winter's keeping. 
And thus ſet out this happy pair, 
The Swain is rich, the Nymph is fair; - 
But, what I gladly would forget, 

The Swain is old, the Nymph ut, 
Both from the goal together ſtart ; 
Scarce run a ſtep before they part; 

No common ligament that binds 
The various textures of their minds; 


Their thoughts and actions, hopes and fears, 


Leſs correſponding than their years. 
Her ſpouſe deſires his coffee ſoon, 

She riſes to her tea at noon. 

While he goes out to cheapen books, 
She at the glaſs conſults her looks; 
While Betty s buzzing in her ear, 
Lord, what a dreſs theſe parſons wear 
So odd a choice how could ſhe make! 
Wiſh'd him a colonel for her ſake. 
Then, on her fingers ends, ſhe counts, 
Exact, to what his age amounts, 
The Dean, ſhe heard her uncle lay, 

Is ſixty, if he be a . 

His ruddy cheeks are no diſguiſe; 

You ſee the crows-feet round his eyes. 
At one ſhe rambles to the ſhops, 

To cheapen tea, and talk with fops; 
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Or calls a council of her maids, 


And tradeſmen, to compare brocades, 

Her weighty morning-byſineſs o'er, 
Sits down to dinner juſt at four ; ; 

Minds nothing that is done or aid, 
Her evening-work ſo fills her head. 


The Dean, who us'd to dine at one, 


Is maukiſh, and his ſtomach gone; 
In thread-bare gown, would ſcarce a ; louſe hold, 
Looks like the chaplain of his houſhold; 


Beholds her, from the chaplain's place, 


In French brocades, and Flanders lace; 


He wonders what employs her brain, 


But never aſks, or aſks in vain; 
His mind is full of other cares, 
And, in the ſneaking parſon's airs, 


Computes, that half a pariſh dues 
Will hardly find his wife in ſhoes. 
Canſt thou 1magine, dull Divine, 


"Twill gain her love, to make her fine ? 


Hath ſhe no other wants beſide ? 


You raiſe deſire, as well as pride, 
Enticing coxcombs to adore, 

And teach her to deſpiſe thee more. 
If in her coach ſhe'll condeſcend 


To place him at the hinder end, 


Aer hoop is hoiſt above his noſe, 
His odious gown would ſoil her cloaths, 


And drops him at the church, to pray, 


While ſhe drives on to ſee the Play. 


He, like an orderly Divine, 
Comes home a quarter after nine, 
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SWIFT'S POEMS. 
And meets her haſting to the ball : 
Her chairman puſh him from the wall. 2 
He enters in, and walks up ſtairs, 
And calls the family to prayers ; 
Then goes alone to take his reſt 
In bed, where he can ſpare her beſt. 
At five the footmen make a din, 
Her Ladyſhip is juſt come in; 
The maſquerade began at two, 
She ſtole away with much ado; FE 
And ſhall be chid this afternoon, : 
For leaving company fo ſoon : = 1 
She'll lay, and ſhe may truly ſay't, 
| She can't abide to ſtay out late. ö 
But now, tho' ſcarce a twelvemonth marry'd, | 
Poor Lady Jane has thrice miſcarry d: 
The cauſe, alas, is quickly gueſt; 
The town has whiſper'd round the jeſt, 
Think on ſome remedy in time, 
Lou find his Reverence paſt his prime, 
Already dwindled to a lata; 
No other way but try the Bath. 
For Venus, riſing from the ocean, 
Infus'd a ſtrong prolific potion, 
That mix d with Achelous' ſpring, 
The horned flood, as poets ſing, 
Who, with an Engliſh beauty ſmitten, 
Ran under-ground from Greece to Britain; 
The genial virtue with him brought, 
And gave the Nymph a plenteous draught ; 
Then fled, and left his horn behind, 
For huſbands paſt their youth to find: 
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The Nymph, who Rill with paſſion burn' d, 


Was to a boiling fountain turn'd, 
Where childleſs wives crowd every morn, 
To drink in Acheloüs' horn. 
And here the father often gains 
That title by another's pains. 
Hither, though much againſt the grain, 
The Dean has carry'd Lady Jane. 
He, for a while, would not conſent, 
But vow'd his money all was ſpent: 
His money ſpent! a clowniſh reaſon! 
= And muſt my Lady lip her ſeaſon ? 
The Doctor, with a double fee, 
Was brib'd to make the Dean agree. 
1 Here all diverſions of the place 
Fn Are proper in my Lady's caſe: 
With which ſhe patiently complies, 
Merely becauſe her friends adviſe ; 
His money and her time employs 
In muſick, raffling-rooms, and toys; 
Dr in the Croſs-bath ſeeks an heir, 
XX Since others oft' have found one there: 
Where if the Dean by chance appears, 
Il t ſhames his caſſock and his years. 
{ He keeps his diſtance in the gallery, 
Till baniſh'd by ſome coxcomb's raillery; 
For 'twould his character expoſe 


To bathe among the belles and beaux. 
So have ] ſeen, within a pen, 


Young ducklings foſter'd by a hen * 
* 25 when let out, they run and . 
The | As inſtinct leads them, in a puddle; . 
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The ſober hen, not born to ſwim, 
With mournful note clucks round the brim, 
he Dean, with all his belt endeavour, 
Gets not an heir, but gets a fever. 
A victim to the laſt eſſays 
Of vigour in declining days, 
He dies, and leaves his mourning mate 
(What could he leſs?) his whole eſtate. 
The widow goes through all her forms 
New lovers now will come in ſwarms, 
Oh, may I ſee her ſoon diſpenſing 
Her favours to ſome broken enſign! 
Iim let her marry, for his face, 
And only coat of tarniſh'd lace ; 
o turn her naked out of doors, 
And ſpend her Jointure on his whores; 
| But, for a parting preſent, leave her 
A rooted pox to laſt for ever 
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TRUE ENGLISH DEAN* 


TO BE HANGED FOR A RAPE, 1730. 


Ou brethren of England, who love us ſo . 8 
Aud in all they do for us ſo kindly do mean, 

. {A bleſſing upon them!) have ſent us this year 

| For the good of our church, a true Engliſh Dean, 
A holier prieſt ne'er was wrapt up in crape, 
3 The worſt you can ſay, he committed a rape. 

4 n bis journey to Dubnis, hs "Oe at Cheſter, 
And there he grew fond of another man's with : 
3 n into her chamber, and would have careſs'd her; 
"| But ſhe valued her honour much more than her 
| = - 

bye buſtled and ſtruggled, and made her eſcape 

| FE room full of gueſts, for fear of a rape. 

= Wu 

The Dean he purſu'd, to recover his game; 
And now to attack her again he prepares: 

yt But the company ſtood in defence of the dame, 
They cudgel'd, and cuft him, and kick'd him 
9 down airs. | 

4 His Deanſhip was now in a damnable ſcrape, 

N And this Was no time for committing a Pee 
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— Sawbridge, Dean of Fernes. 


IV. To 
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IV. 
To Dublin he comes, to the bagnio he goes, : 
And orders the landlord to bring him a whore; 
No ſcruple came on him his gown to expoſe, þ 
was what all his life he had practis d before. 1 
He had made himſelf drunk with the 2288 of the . 
* 3 
And got a good clap, but committed no rape. 
. 
The e and kis landlord. a jolly comrade, 
| Refolv'd for a fortnight to ſwim in delight; } 
5 For why, they had both been brought up to the trade| | 
Of drinking all day, and of whoring all night. 
His landlord was ready his Deanſhip to ape 
In every. debauch, but committing a rape. 


VI. 
This Proteſtant zealot, this Engliſh divine, 
In church and in ſtate was of principles ſound ; 
Was truer than Steele to the Hanover line, : 
And eriev'd that a Tory ſhould live above ground, | 
Shall a ſubject ſo loyal be hang'd by the nape, | 
For no other crime but committing a "rape? * 


8 Y 
By old Popiſh canons, as wiſe men have penn'd em, 2 
Each prieſt had a concubine, pure eccleſiæ; If 


Who'd be Dean of Fernes without a commendam * 
And precedents we can produce, if it pleaſe ye: 
| Then why ſhould the Dean, when whores are \ 
cheap, 3 
Be put to the peril and toil of a rape? 
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VIII. 


If fortune ſhould pleaſe but to take ſuch a crotchet 
| (To thee I apply great Smedley's ſucceſſor) 
To give thee lawn ſleeves, a mitre, and rochet, 
Whom wouldſt thou reſemble? I leave thee A. 
8 gueſſer. 
; Nut I only behold thee in | fare? s * ſhape, 
or e hang d; as thou for a rape. 
h! doſt thou not envy the brave colonel Chartres, 
Condemn'd for thy crime at threeſcore-and-ten ? 
To hang him, all England would lend him their 
1 garters, 
© Yet he lives, and is ready to ) raviſh again. 
Then throttle thyſelf with an ell of ſtrong tape, 
C or thou haſt not a groat to atone for a rape. 
+ X. 
The Dean he was VEX d that his whores were ſo 
willing : 
& Helong'd for a girl that would ſtruggle ws quall; 
He raviſh'd her fairly, and ſav'd a good ſhilling; 
But here was to pay the devil and all. 5 
lis trouble and ſorrows now come in a heap, 
And hang'd he muſt be for committing a rape. 
Uf maidens are raviſh'd, it is their own choice: 
= Why are they fo wilful to ſtruggle with men ? 
© f they would but lie quiet, and ſtifle their voice, 
No Devil nor Dean could raviſh them then. 


or would there be need of a ſtrong hempen cape 
Ty d round the Dean's neck for committing a rape. 
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* A biſhop of Waterford, of infamous character. 
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Our Church and our State dear England maintains, 
For whieh all true Proteſtant hearts ſhould be S0; 
She ſends us our Biſhops, and Judges and Deans, 1 
And better would give us, if better ſhe had. 


But, lord! how the rabble will ſtare and will gape, | : 
= When the og Engliſh Dean is O d up for a rape : 


ON STEPHEN DUCK, 
THE THRESHER AND FAVOURITE yorr.| 


A QUIBBLING E PIGRAM: 1730. 


"HE threſher Duck could o'er the Queen prevail ; 
The proverb ſays, © no fence againſt a flail.” | 
From threſhing corn he turns to threſh his brains; 
For which her Majeſty allows him grains: 
Though tis confeſt, that thoſe, who ever ſaw 
His poems, think them all not worth a ſtraw! | 

Thrice happy Duck, employ'd in threſhing ſtubble! 
Thy toll is leſſen d, and thy profits double. a 


THE LADY? 8 DRESSING- ROOM. 
1730. 
IVE hours (and who can do it leſs in?) 

By haughty Czlia ſpent in dreſſing; 

The Goddeſs from her chamber iſſues, 


Array d in lace, brocades, and tiſſues, 3 
Streph on 1 


THE LADY'S DRESSING-ROOM. 9z 
WP | Stephon, who found the room was void, 
And Betty otherwiſe employ'd, 
: 7 | Stole in, and took a ſtrict ſurvey 
Of all the litter as it lay: 
Whereof, to make the matter clear, 
An inventory follows here. 
|F And, firſt, a dirty ſmock appear'd, 
1 Beneath the arm-pits Well beſmear'd = N 
. | Strephon, the rogue, diſplay'd it wide, 
And turn'd it round on every fide: 
nn ſuch a caſe, few words are beſt, 
And Strephon bids us gueſs the reſt: 
| . But ſwears, how damnably the men lie 
In calling Cælia ſweet and cleanly. 
XZ Now liſten, while he next produces 
8 The various combs for various uſes; 
Find up with dirt fo cloſely fixt, 
No bruſh could force a way betwixt ; 
A paſte of compoſition rare, 
Sweat, dandriff, powder, lead, and hair, 
A forehead-cloth with oil upon't, 
To ſmooth the wrinkles on her front: 
. Here alum- flower, to ſtop the ſteams 
5 1 Exhal'd from ſour unſavory ſtreams; 
There nicht-gloves made of Tripſey's hide, 
1 yo Bequeath'd by Tripſey when ſhe died; 
Wich puppy-water, beauty's help, 
| Diſtill'd from Tripſey's darling whelp. 
Here galley-pots and vials plac'd, 
WE Dome fill'd with waſhes, ſome with paſte ; 
Some with pomatums, paints, and flops, 
4 And ointments good for 6 chops. 
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Hurdby a filthy baſon ſtands, 

Foul'd with the ſcouring of her hands; 
The baſon takes whatever comes, 
The ſcrapings from her teeth and gums, 
A naſty compound of all hues, 

For here ſhe ſpits, and here ſhe ſpues. 
But, oh! it turn'd poor Strephon's bowels, 
When he beheld and ſmelt the towels,, 

Begumm'd, bematter'd, and beſlim'd, 

With dirt, and ſweat, and ear-wax grim d; 
No object Strephon's eye eſcapes ; : 

Fer petticoats in frowzy heaps; 

Nor be the handkerchiefs forgot, 

All varniſh'd o'er with ſnuff and ſnot. 
The ſtockings why ſhould I expole, 
Stain'd with the moiſture of her toes 
Or greaſy coifs, or pinners reeking, 

Which Czlia ſlept at leaſt a week in? 

A pair of tweezers next he found, 

To pluck her brows in arches round 
Or hairs that fink the forehead low, 

Or on her chin like briſtles grow. 

The virtues we muſt not let paſs 
Of Czlia's magnifying-glaſs; 

When frighted Strephon caſt his eye on vt, 

It ſhew'd the viſage of a giant: 

A glaſs that can to ſight diſcloſe 

The ſmalleſt worm in Cælia's noſe, 

And faithfully direct her nail 

To ſqueeze it out from head to tail; 

For, catch it nicely by the head, 

It muſt come out, alive or dead. 
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Why, Strephon, will you tell the reſt? 
And muſt you needs deſcribe the cheſt ? 


To move it out from yonder corner! 
But leave it ſtanding full in ſight, 

For you to exerciſe your ſpite? | 7 

In vain the workman ſhew'd his wit, 5 
With rings and hinges counterfeit, 
To make it ſeem in this diſguiſe 

4 A cabinet to vulgar eyes, 

Which Strephon ventur'd to look: in, 
E Reſolv'd to go through thick and thin. 
He lifts the lid : there needs no more, 


e ſmelt it all the time before. 


As, from within Pandora's box, 


| A When Epimetheus op 4 the locks, 


A ſudden univerſal crew 

Ol human evils upward flew, 

He ſtill was comforted to find 
That hope at laſt remain'd behind: 
30 Strephon, lifting up. the lid, 

| To view what in the cheſt was hid, 
The vapours flew from out the vent; 
But, Stephon, cautious, never meant 
The bottom of the pan to grope, 
And foul his hands in ſearch of! hope. 
: O! ne'er may ſuch a vile machine 
7 Be once in Cælia's chamber ſeen ! 
0! may ſhe better learn to keep 

4 Thoſe * ſecrets of the hoary deep! 


* Milton, 


Vor. VIII. = 
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That careleſs wench ! no creature warn her 


8 


| ; 
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As mutton=cutlets, prime of meat, 
Which, though with art you ſalt and beat, 
| wy As laws of cookery require, 
And roaſt them at the cleareſt fire; 
If from adown the hopeful chops _ 
The fat upon a cinder drops, 

To ſtinking ſmoke it turns the flame, 
Poiſoning the fleſh from whence it came, 
And up exhales a greaſy ſtench, 

For which you curſe the careleſs wench: 
So things which muſt not be expreſt, 
When plumpt into the reeking cheſt, 
Send up an excremental ſmell 

To taint the parts from whence they fell: 
The petticoats and gown perfume, 

And waft a ſtink round every room. 

Thus finiſhing his grand ſurvey, 

The ſwain diſguſted ſlunk away; 
| Repeating in his amorous fits 

“ Oh! Cælia, Cælia, Cælia ſh—!” 

But Vengeance, goddeſs never lleeping, 
Soon puniſh'd Strephon for his peeping : 
His foul imagination links 
Each dame he ſees with all her flinks ; ; 
And, if unſavoury odours fly, 

| Conceives a lady ſtanding by. 
All women his deſcription fits, 


And both ideas jump like wits ; | 0 
By vicious fancy coupled faſt, _ 3 
And ſtill appearing in contraſt. 824 

I pity wretched Strephon, blind _— | 


To all the charms of woman-kind. 
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Should I the Queen of Love refuſe, 
Becauſe ſhe roſe from ſtinking ooze ? 
To him that looks behind the ſcene, 
Statira's but ſome pocky quean. 
When Czlia all her glory ſhows, 
If Strephon would but ſtop his noſe, 
Who now ſo impiouſly blaſphemes | 
Her ointments, daubs, and paints, and creams, 
Her waſhes, flops, and every clout, 
With which he makes ſo foul a rout ; 
He ſoon would learn to think like me, 
And bleſs his raviſh'd eyes to ſee 
Bauch order from confuſion ſprung, 
Brauch gaudy tulips rais'd from dung. 


THE POWER OF TIME. 1730. 


1 F neither braſs nor marble can withſtand 
Ihe mortal force of Time's deſtructive hand; j 
We mountains fink to vales, if cities die, 

5 5 \nd leſſening rivers mourn their fountains dry: 
When my old caſſock (faid a Welſh divine) 
Is out at elbows; why ſhould I repine? 


# + 


Reſoly'd that Will and he ſhould meet no more, 
Full in his face Bob ſhuts the council-door; 


To puniſh thieves, or laſh a ſuburb-wench. 
Yet ſtill St. Stephen's chapel open lies 

For Will to enter.—What ſhall I adviſe ? E 
 Ev'n quit the Hovss, for thou too long haſt fat] in', „ 2 
Produce at laſt thy dormant ducal patent; Ep 


Let Will unheard by thee his thunder waſte. 
It bears a moral, when apply'd to you. 


Till, finding all His artiſices vain, 


Deſcends for ſhelter to the ſhades below : 


(He had not ſeen a hare the lord knows when) 
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ON MR. PULTENEY'S i 
BEING PUT our OF THE COUNCIL. 171, 2 


8 IR Robert, 4 by Will pulteney steazings, 
Who interrupted him in all his leaſings, 


8 
e 


Nor lets him ſit as juſtice on the bench, 


There, near thy maſter's throne in ſhelter FA d, 


Yet ſtill J fear your work is done but half: 
For, while he keeps his pen, you are not ſafe. 
Hear an old fable, and a dull one too ; 


A hare had long eſcap'd purſuing hounds 
By often ſhifting into diſtant grounds ; 3 


To ſave his life he leap'd into the main. 
But there, alas! he could no ſafety find, 
A pack of dog-ſiſh had him in the wind. 


He ſcours away; and, to avoid the foe, 


There Cerberus lay watching in his den, 
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Out bounc'd the maſtiff of the triple head; 
Away the hare with double ſwiftneſs fled ; 
Hunted from earth, and ſea, and hell, he flies 
2 (Fear lent him wings) for ſafety to the ſkies. 
How was the fearful animal diſtreſt! 


* 
24 


Y : Schold a foe more herce than all the reſt : 


$' le fled to earth; but Tl it coſt bias fo: 
L e left his ſcut behind, and half an ear. 
_ Thus was the hare purſu d, though tree from 
TE guilt; 
” hus, Bob, ſhalt thou be maul d fly where thou wilt. 
"ET hen, honeſt Robin, of thy corpſe beware; * 
5 Thou art not half ſo nimble as a hare: 
4 pf oo ponderous is thy bulk to mount the ſky; ; 
F. I or can you go to hell, before you die. 
| 5 keen thy hunters, and thy ſcent fo ſtrong, 
3B Thy turns and doublings cannot ſave thee long“. 


his heating ended in the promotion of Will and Bob, Bob 
Vas no longer firſt miniſter, but ear! of Orford ; and Will was no 
poger his opponent, but ear! of Bath. Ms 
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EET ACT 
ON 


FREDERICK DUKE OF SCHOMBERG* 


Hic infra fitum eſt corpus. 


FREDERICI DUCIS DE SCHOMBERG,| 


ad BUDINDAM occifi, A. D. 1690. 


D 1 CANUS et CAPITULUM maximopere etan , 


atque etiam petierunt, 

Ut uRE DES DUC1S monumentum 
In memoriam PARENTIS erigendum curarent: 
Sed poſtquam per epiſtolas, per amicos, 
diu ac ſæpè orando nil profecere ; 
Hunc demum lapidem ipſi ſtatuerunt, 
Saltem ut ſcias, hoſpes, 


-Vblngin ber rin SCONBERGENSIS ciners 


deliteſcunt. 
4 Plus potuit fama virtutis apud eee i 
1 Quam ae proximitas apud ſuos.“ 


A. D. 1731. 


»The duke was unhappily killed, in es the river Boyne, | A 
July 1, 1690; and was buried in St. Patrick's cathedral ; whe | 7 
the dean and chapter ereQed a ſmall monument to his honour, at -— 


their own expence. 


The words that Dr. Swift firſt concluded the epitaph with no 
were, © Saltem ut ſciat viator indignabundus, quali in cellula tant | 


© ductoris cineres deliteſcunt.“ 
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CASSINUS AND PETER. 
A TRAGICAL ELEGY. 1731. 


T0 college ſophs of Cambridge growth, 
Both ſpecial wits, and lovers both, 

| Conferring as they us'd to meet 

On love, and books, and rapture ſweet ; 

(Muſe, find me names to fis my metre, 

Caſſinus this, and t'other Peter) g 

Friend Peter to Caſſinus See, 

To chat a while, and warm his noſe : : 

But ſuch a ſight was never ſeen, 

The lad lay ſwallow'd up in ſpleen. 

He ſeem'd as juſt crept out of bed ; 

One greaſy ſtocking round his head, 

The other he fat down to darn 

With threads of different-colour'd yarn z 

His breeches torn, expoſing wide 

A ragged ſhirt and tawny hide. 

Scorch'd were his ſhins, his legs were bare, 

But well embrown'd with dirt and hair. 

A rug was o'er his ſhoulders thrown, 

(A rug, for nightgown he had none) 

His fred ſtood in manner fitting 

Between his legs to ſpew or ſpit in; 

His ancient pipe, in fable dy'd, 

And half unſmok'd, lay by his ſide. 

Him thus accoutred Peter found, 


1 With eyes in ſmoke and weeping drown'd; 
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The leavings of his laſt night's pot 
On embers plac'd, to drink it hot.. 
Why, Caſſy, thou wilt doſe thy pate: 
What makes thee lie a-bed ſo late? 
The finch, tlie linnet, and the thruſh, 
Their mattins chant in every buſh: 
And I have heard thee oft' ſalute 
Aurora with thy early flute. 
Heaven ſend thou haſt not got the hyps 
How! not a word come from thy lips? 
Then gave him ſome familiar thumps; 
A college-joke, to cure the dumps. 
The ſwain at laſt, with grief oppreſt, | 
Cry'd, Cælia! thrice, and ſigh'd the reſt. | F - 
Dear Caſſy, though to aſk I dread, mY - 
Yet aſk I muſt—Is Cælia dead? - 
How happy I, were that the worſt, 
But I was fated to be curſt ? 
Come, tell us, has ſhe play'd the he 
Oh, Peter, would it were no more! 
Why, plague confound her ſandy locks! 
gay, has the ſmall or greater pox 
Sunk down her noſe, or ſeam'd her face? 
Be eaſy, tis a common caſe. 
Oh, Peter! beauty's but a varniſh, 
Which time and accidents will tarniſh : 
Eut Cælia has contriv'd to blaſt 8 
- "Thoſe beauties that might ever laſt. 
Nor can imagination gueſs, 
Nor eloquence divine expreſs, 
How that ungrateful charming. 2 maid : 
My pureſt paſſion has betray d: 
py | Conceive 
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Conceive the moſt invenom'd dart 5 


To pierce an injur'd lover's heart. 


Why, hang her; though ſhe ſeem ſo coy, 
I know ſhe loves the barber” s boy. 
Friend Peter, this I could excuſe, 
For every nymph has leave to chooſe; . 
Nor have I reaſon to complain, 


She loves a more deſerving ſwain. 
But, oh! how ill haſt thou divin'd 
A crime, that ſhocks all human-kind; 


A deed unknown to female race, 
At which the ſun ſhould hide his face: 
Advice in vain you would apply — 
Then leave me to deſpair and die. 


| Ye kind Arcadians, on my urn 
© Theſe elegies and ſonnets burn; 


And on the marble grave theſe rhymes, 
A monument to after-times.— 
“Here Caſſy hes, by Czlia ſain, 
* And dying never told his pain.“ 
Vain empty world, farewell. But bark, 


The loud Cerberian triple bark: 


And there —behold Alecto ſtand, 


4 A whip of {ſcorpions in her hand: 


Lo, Charon, from his leaky wherry 
Beckoning to waft me o'er the r. 
i come, I come, Meduſa ! ſee 

Her ſerpents hiſs direct at me. | 
Begone ; unhand me, helliſh fry: 


NY Avaunt—ye cannot ſay tis I.“ 


Wa 2 See Macbeth. 
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Dear Caſſy, thou muſt purge and bleed; 

I fear thou wilt be mad indeed. 

But now, by friendſhip's ſacred laws, 

J here conjure thee, tell the cauſe; _ 

And Czlia's horrid fact relate: 

Thy friend would gladly ſhare thy fate. 

To force it out, my heart muſt rend: 
| Yet when conjur'd by ſuch a friend 
Think, Peter, how my ſoul is rackt ! | = 
Theſe eyes, theſe eyes, beheld the fact. | 3 

Now bend thine ear, ſince out it muſt; . 

But, when thou ſeeſt me laid in duſt, 
The ſecret thou ſhalt ne'er impart, 

Not to the nymph that keeps thy heart ; 
(How would her virgin foul bemoan _ 
A crime to all her ſex unknown!) 

Nor whiſper to the tattling reeds —_ 
The blackeſt of all female deeds; Fi 
Nor blab it on the lonely rocks, g 

Where Echo ſits, and liſtening mocks; 
Nor let the Zephyr's treacherous gale 
Through Cambridge waft the direful tale; 

Nor to the chattering feather'd race 
Diſcover Czlia's foul diſgrace. 

But, if you fail, my ſpectre dread, 
Attending nightly round your bed— 

And yet I dare confide in you; 

So take my ſecret, and adieu. T 

No wonder how I loſt my wits : = 
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\ BEAUTIFUL YOUNG NYMPH | 
GOING TO BED. 


' WRITTEN POR THE HONOUR OF THE FAIR SEX. 


| C ORINNA, pride of Drury-lane, 

For whom no ſhepherd ſighs in vain; 
Never did Covent-garden boaſt 
So bright a batter'd ſtrolling toaſt ! 
No drunken rake to pick her up; 
> No cellar, where on tick to ſup; 
> Returning at the midnight hour, 
Four ſtories climbing to her bower; 
Ihen, ſeated on a three-legg'd chair, 
L Takes off her artificial hair, 
No picking out a cryſtal eye, 
She wipes it clean, and lays it by. 
ler eye-brows from a mouſe's hide 
Stuck on with art on either ſide, 
Pulls off with care, and firſt diſplays * em, 
Then in a play-book ſmoothly lays 'em. 
> Now dextrouſly her plumpers draws, 
Ihuhhat ſerve to fill her hollow jaws. 
Ontwiſts a wire, and from her gums 
A ſet of teeth completely comes, 
. a Pulls out the rags contriv'd to prop 
Her flabby dugs, and down they drop. 
= Proceeding on, the lovely Goddeſs 
Unlaces next her iteel-ribb'd bodice, _ — 
6 --..-- Which, 


by 
94 
4 g 
-* 
by * { 
ETA 
Tis 
2 
3 
"25 
8 
"> 
A 
. 
IS 
73 4 
DTS 
: IH 
3 
7 
A 
17 2 
2 
HI 
52 
21 
Nt 7 
8 
3 
HART: 
WELL) 
N 
. 
. 
5 4s 
9% 
. 
8 
> 
3 
8 
SHARE. 
a4. 
2 ax iN 
* 2. *# 
Ca 
Love, 
"LILY 
89888 
PLETE 
; 0 NW 
* % 3 3 
6 
> AK 
2 
$524 
J 7 8 
1 — 
A * r 
. 
1 
N 
3 
8 
A $ 45 
1 


16h SWIFT'S POEMS. 


' Which, by the operator's ſkill, 3 
Preſs down the lumps, the hollows fill. 3 

Up goes her hand, and off ſhe flips 
The bolſters that ſupply her hips. 

With gentleft touch ſhe next explores 

Fer ſhankers, iſſues, running ſores ; 

Effects of many a fad diſaſter, = 
And then to each applies: a plaſter: : = 
But muſt, before ſhe goes to bed, FE 
Rub off the daubs of white and red, 

And ſmooth the furrows in her front 

With greaſy paper ſtuck upon't. 

She takes a bolus ere ſhe ſleeps ; 

And then between two blankets creeps. 

With pains of love tormented lies; 

Or, if ſhe chance to cloſe her eyes, 

Of Bridewell and the Compter dreams, 
And feels the laſh, and faintly {ſcreams ; 
Or, by a faithleſs bully drawn, 

At ſome hedge-tavern lies in pawn; 

Or to Jamaica ſeems tranſported = 
Alone, and by no planter courted ; 

Or, near Fleet-ditch's oozy licks, 
Surrounded with a hundred ſtinks, 
Belated, ſeems on watch to lie, 

And ſnap ſome cully paſling by ; 

Or, ſtruck with fear, her fancy runs 

On watchmen, conſtables, and duns, 

From whom ſhe meets with frequent rubs; 


But never from religious clubs, 
Whoſe favour ſhe is ſure to find, 


Becauſe the pays them all in kind. 
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| ON A YOUNG NYMPH GOING TO BED. 10% 


| = Corinna wakes. A dreadful ſight! 
Z Behold the ruins of the night! 
A wicked rat her plaſter ſtale, 
Half eat, and dragg'd it to his hole. 
; The cryſtal eye, alas! was miſs' d; 
And puſs had on her plumpers p d. 
A pigeon pick d her iſſue-peas: 
And Shock her treſſes fill d with fleas. 
The nymph, though in this mangled plight, 
Muſt every morn her limbs unite. _ 
But how ſhall I deſcribe her arts 
To re- collect the ſcatter'd part? 
Or ſhew the anguiſh, toil, and pain, 
Of gathering up herſelf again? 
The baſhful Muſe will never bear 
In ſuch a ſcene to interfere. 
Corinna, in the morning dizen'd, 
Who bez, will ſpue; who ſmells be poiſon a. 
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| STREPHON AND CHLOE. 1737. 


F Chloe all the town has rung, 
By every ſize of poets ſung: 

So beautiful a nymph appears 
But once in twenty thouſand years ; 
By Nature form'd with niceſt care, 
And faultleſs to a ſingle hair. 
Her graceful mien, her ſhape, and face, ; 
Confeſs'd her of no mortal race: 5 
And then ſo nice, and ſo genteel : 
2 Such cleanlineſs from head to heel: 
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No humours groſs, or frowzy ſteams, 
No noiſome whiffs, or ſweaty ſtreams, 
Before, behind, above, below, 
Could from her taintleſs body flow: 
Would ſo diſcreetly things diſpoſe, 
None ever ſaw her pluck a roſe. 
Her deareſt comrades never caught her 
Squat on her hams, to make maid's water: | 
Lou *d ſwear that ſo divine a creature 1 ; it 
Felt no neceſſities of nature. F 
In ſummer had ſhe walk'd the town, 
Her arm-pits would not ſtain her gown: S 
"At country-dances not a noſe 
Could in the dog-days ſmell her toes. = 
Her milk-white hands, both palms and backs, f 2 
Like ivory dry, and ſoft as wax. FT 
Her hands, the ſofteſt ever felt, —_ 
Though cold would burn, though dry would met 
Dear Venus, hide this wondrous maid, | T 
Nor let her looſe to ſpoil your trade. _— 
While ſhe ingroſſes every fwain, 3 
Lou but ofer half the world can reign. 
Think what a caſe all men are now in, 
What ogling, ſighing, toaſting, vowing ! 
What powder'd wigs! what flames and darts 
What hampers full of bleeding hearts! 
What ſword-knots ! what poetic ſtrains ! 
What billet-doux, and clouded canes ! 
But Strephon figh'd ſo loud and ſtrong, 
He blew a ſettlement along; 
And bravely drove his rivals down _ 
With coach and ſix, and houle 1 in town. 
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The baſhful nymph no more withſtands, 


Becauſe her dear papa commands. 


The charming couple now unites : 
proceed we to the marriage-rites. 


nprimis, at the temple-porch 
Stood Hymen with A flaming torch s 


The ſmiling Cyprian Goddeſs brings 
Her infant-loves with purple wings: 
And pigeons billing, ſparrows trending, 
Fair emblems of a fruitful wedding. 
The Muſes next in order follow, 
Conducted by their ſquire, Apollo: 
Then Mercury with ſilver tongue z 
And Hebe, goddeſs ever young. 
| Behold, the bridegroom and his bride, 
Walk hand in hand, and fide by ſide ; 
She, by the tender Graces dreſt, 


But he, by Mars, in ſcarlet veſt. 


The nymph was cover'd with her Aammeum, 
And Phoebus ſung th' epithalamium. 


And laſt, to make the matter ſure, 
Dame Juno brought a prieſt demure. 


Luna was abſent, on pretence 


Her time Was not till nine months hence. 


The rites perform'd, the parſon paid, 


In ſtate return'd the grand parade; 


With loud huzza's from all the boys, 
That now the pair muſt crown their joys. 
But ſtill the hardeſt part remains: 


. Strephon had long perplex'd his brains, 


How with ſo high a nymph he might 
Demean himſelf the wedding- night: 


For, 
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For, as he view'd his perſon round, 
Mere mortal fleſh was all he found: 
His hand, his neck, his mouth, and fee, 
Were duly waſh'd, to keep them ſweet ; 
With other parts that ſhall be nameleſs, 
The ladies elſe might think me ſhameleſs. 
The weather and his love were hot; 
And, ſhould he ſtruggle, I know What 
Why, let it go, if I muſt tell it: 
He'll ſweat, and then the nymph may ſmell it; 
While ſhe, a goddeſs dy'd in grain, 
Was unſuſceptible of ſtain, | 
And, Venus-like, her fragrant {kin 
Exhal'd ambroſia from within. 
Can ſuch a deity endure 
A mortal human touch i impure! 3 
How did the humbled ſwain deteſt 
His prickly beard, and hairy breaſt ! 1 
His night-cap, border'd round with lace, 7 
Could give no ſoftneſs to his face. =] 
Yet, if the Goddeſs could be kind, 
What endleſs raptures muſt he find ! 
And Goddeſſes have now and then 
Come down to viſit mortal men; = 
To viſit and to court them too: z 
A certain Goddeſs, God knows who, _—_ 
(As in a book he heard it read) : 
; Took Colonel Peleus to her bed. 
But what if he ſhould loſe his life —_ 
By venturing on his heavenly wife ! = 
(For Strephon could remember well, —_ 
FIR once he heard a ſchool-boy tell, 
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How Semele, of mortal race, 

By thunder died in Jove's embrace.) 
And what if daring Strephon dies 
By lighning ſhot from Cloe's eyes? 


While theſe reflections fill'd his head, 


The bride was put in form to bed: 
He follow'd, ſtript, and in he crept, 
But awfully his diſtance kept 


Now * ponder well, ye parents dear * 


Forbid your daughters guzzling beer; 
And make them every afternoon _ 
Forbear their tea, or drink it ſoon ; 4 
That, ere to bed they venture up, 
They may diſcharge it every ſup; 

If not, they mult in evil plighht 

Be often forc'd to riſe at night. 


Keep them to wholeſome fad confin' d, 


Nor let them taſte what cauſes wind: 
'Tis this the ſage of Samos means, 
Forbidding his diſciples beans. 

O! think what evils muſt enſue; 
Miss Moll the jade will burn it blue: 
And, when ſhe once has got the art, 
She cannot help it for her heart; 


But out it flies, ev'n when ſhe meets 


Her bridep room in the wedding-ſheets. 
. Carminative and diuretic | 
Will damp all paſſion ſympathetic : - 
And Love ſuch nicety requires, 

5 One blaſt will put out all his fires. 
Zince huſbands get behind the ſcene, 
$1 The wife ſhould ftudy to be clean; xz 
Vor. VIII. I 
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Nor give the ſmalleſt room to gueſs 
The time when wants of nature preſs; 
But after marriage practiſe more 
Decorum than ſhe did before; 
To keep her ſpouſe deluded ail, LE 
And make him fancy what ſhe will 
In bed we left the married pair: 
Tis time to ſhew how things went there. 
Strephon, who had been often told 
_ That fortune ſtill aſſiſts the bold, 
Reſolv'd to make the firſt attack; 
But Chloe drove him fiercely back. 
How could a nymph ſo chaſte as Chloe, 
With conſtitution cold and ſnowy, 
Permit a brutiſh man to touch her? 
Ev'n lambs by inſtinct fly the butcher. 
Reſiſtance on the wedding-night 
Is what our maidens claim by right : 
And Chloe, tis by all agreed, 
Was maid in thought, in word, and deed. 
Vet ſome aſſign a different reaſon; 
That Strephon choſe no proper ſeaſon. 
Say, Fair-ones, mult I make a pauſe, 
Or freely tell the ſecret cauſe? _ 
Twelve cups of tea (with grief I ſpeak) 
| Had now conflrain'd the nymph to leak. 
This point mult needs be ſettled firſt : 
The bride muſt either void or burſt. 
Then ſee the dire effects of peaſe ; 
Think what can give the colick eaſe. 
The nymph oppreſs'd before, behind, 
As ſhips are toſs'd by waves and wind, 
7 5 Steab 
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Steals out her hand, by nature led, 

And brings a veſſel into bed; 

Fair utenſil, as ſmooth and Witte 

As Chloe's ſkin, almoſt as bright. 
Strephon, who heard the fuming rill 

As from a molly cliff diſtil, 9 
= Cry'd out, Ye Gods! what ſound is this! 5 
Can Chloe, heavenly Chloe, — ? 

- But when he ſmelt a noiſome ſteam, 

. Which oft' attends that luke-warm ſcream: 
Ws (Salerno both together joins, 

= As ſovereign medicines for the loins ; 3) 
And though contriv'd, we may ſuppoſe, 

To ſlip his ears, yet ſtruck his noſe: 

He found her, while the ſcent | increas 'd, 

As mortal as himſelf at leaſt. 

But ſoon, with like occaſions preſt, 

He boldly ſent his hand in queſt 

(Inſpir'd with courage from his bride). 

To reach the pot on t' other ſide: 

And, as he fill'd the reeking vaſe, 

Let fly a rouſer in her face. 

The little Cupids hovering round, 

(As pictures prove, with garlands crown d) 
Abaſh'd at what they ſaw and heard, 
Flew off, nor ever more appear'd. 
Adieu to raviſhing delights, = 
High raptures, and romantic flights ; 

To goddeſſes fo heavenly ſweet, 
Expiring ſhepherds at their "FN? , 

7 To ſilver meads and ſhady bowers, 

W Drefs'd up with amaranthine flowers. 
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How great a change! how quickly made! 
They learn to call a ſpade a ſpade. 
They ſoon from all conſtraint are freed; 

Can ſee each other do their need. 
On box of cedar fits the wife, 
And makes it warm for deareſt life ; 
And, by the beaſtly way of thinking, 
Find great ſociety in ſtinking. 
Now Strephon daily entertains 
His Chloe in the homelieſt ſtrains ; 

And Chloe, more experienc'd grown, 
With intereſt pays him back his own, 
No maid at court is leſs aſham'd, 

Howe'er for ſelling bargains fam'd, 
Than the to name her parts behind, 

Or when a-bed to let out wind. 

Fair Decency, celeſtial maid ! 
Deſcend from Heaven to Beauty's aid 
Though Beauty may beget defire, 

"Tis thou muſt fan the Lover's fire 
For, Beauty, like ſupreme dominion. 

Is beſt ſupported by Opinion : 

If Decency bring no ſupplies, 
Opinion falls, and Beauty dies. 

To ſee ſome radiant nymph appear 

In all her glittering birth-day gear, 
You think ſome Goddeſs from the {ky 

Deſcended, ready cut and dry : 

But, ere you fell yourſelf to laughter, 
Conſider well what may come after; 
For fine ideas vanith faſt, 

While all the prols a and filthy laſt. 
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STREPHON AND CHLOE. 117 
Oo Strephon, ere that fatal day 

When Chloe ſtole your heart away, 

Had you but through a cranny ſpy'd 

On houſe of eaſe your future bride, 

In all the poſtures of her face, 

Which nature gives in ſuch a caſe ; 

Diſtortions, groanings, ſtrainings, heavings, 


5 Twere better you had lick'd ko leavings, 


Than from experience find too late 

Your goddeſs grown a filthy mate. 

Your fancy then had always dwelt | 

On what you ſaw, and what you ſmelt ; b 

Would ſtill the ſame ideas give 4 

5 As when you ſpy'd her on the privy ; 

And, ſpite of Chloe's charms divine, 

Your heart had been as whole as mine. 
Authorities, both old and recent, 

Direct that women muſt be decent; 

And from the ſpouſe cach blemiſh hide, 

More than from all the world beftde. 

Dnjuſtly all our nymphs complain 

Their empire holds ſo ſhort a reign; 

Is, after marriage, loſt ſo ſoon, 

It hardly holds the honey-moon : 

For, if they keep not what they caught, 

It is entirely their own fault. 

They take poſſeſſion of the crown, _ 

And then throw all their weapons down: 

Though, by the politician's ſcheme, 

Whoe'er arrives at power ſupreme, 

Thoſe arts, by which at firſt they gain it, 

They ſtill muſt practiſe to maintain it. 

5 13 What 
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What various ways our females take 
To paſs for wits before a rake ! 
And in the fruitleſs ſearch purſue 
All other methods but the true! 
Some try to learn polite behaviour 
By reading books againſt their Saviour ; 
Some call it witty to reflect 
On every natural defect; 
Some ſhew they never want explaining, 
To comprehend a double- meaning. 
But ſure a tell-tale out of ſchool 
Is of all wits the greateſt fool; 
Whoſe rank imagination fills 
Her heart, and fi om her lips diſtils; 
You'd think ſhe utter'd from behind, 
Or at her mouth was breaking wind. 
Why is a handſome wife ador'd 
By every coxcomb but her lord? 
From yonder puppet-man inquire, 
Who wiſely hides his wood and wire; 
Shews Sheba's queen completely dreſt, 
And Solomon in royal veſt: 
But view them litter'd on the floor, 
Or ſtrung on pegs behind the door; ; 
Punch is exactly of a piece _ 
With Lorrain's duke, and prince of Greece. 
A prudent builder ſhould forecaſt 
How long the ſtuff is like to laſt; 
And carefully obſerve the 8 
To build on ſome foundation ſound. 
What houſe, when its materials EY 
Muſt not inevitably tumble? 2885 
What 
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What edifice can long endure 

| Rais'd on a baſis unſecure ? 

Raſh mortals, ere you take a wife, 

Contrive your pile to laſt for life: 

Since beauty ſcarce endures a day, 

And youth ſo ſwiftly glides away; 

| Why will you make yourſelf a bubble, 

To build on ſand with hay and ſtubble? 
On ſenſe and wit your paſſion found, 

By decency cemented round ; 

Let prudence with e ſtrive, 

To keep eſteem and love alive. 

Then, come old age whene'er it will, 

Your friendſhip ſhall continue fill: 

And thus a mutual gentle fire 

| Shall never but with lite expire. 


A 2.04.10; 
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A PROBLEM SOLVED. 1731. 


Abe god of light 5 wit, 
Could verſe os, but ſeldom writ ; 
Refin'd all metals with his looks, 
As well as chemiſts by their books ; H 
As handſome as my Lady's page; 
Sweet hve-and-twenty was his age. 
His wig was made of ſunny rays, 
nes crown'd his youthful head with 1 8 ; 
I 4 — Not 
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Not all the court of heaven could ſhow 
So Bice and ſo complete a beau. 

No heir upon his firſt appearance, 
With twenty thouſand pounds a-year rents, | 
E'er drove, before he ſold his land, 1 
So fine a coach along the Strand; ” 
The ſpokes, we are by Ovid told, 
Were lilver, and the axle gold: 
I own, *twas but a coach and four, 
For Jupiter allows no more. 
| Yet, with his beauty, wealth, and parts, 
Enough to win ten thouſand hearts, 
No vulgar deity above 

Was ſo unfortunate in love. 

Three weighty cauſes were aſſign'd, 
That mov'd the nymphs to be unkind. 
Nine Muſes always waiting round him, 

He left them virgins as he found them. 
His ſinging was another fault; 
For he could reach to B in alt ; 
And, by the ſentiments of Pliny, 
Such lingers are like Nicolini. 
At laſt, the point was fully clear d ; 
In ſhort, Apollo had no > beard, 
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| THE PLACE OF THE DAMNED. = 
1731. ; 


3 7 II. folks, who pretend to religion RY grace, 
4 Allow there's a HELL, but diſpute of the place: 
8 But, if HELL may by logical rules be defin' 4 
"7 | % place of the damn'd—TI tell you my mind. 
EW here-ever the damn'd do chiefly abound, 
Noſt certainly there is HELL to be found: 
— Damn'd poets, damn'd critics, damn'd blockheads 
= damn'd knaves, Y 
EDann'd ſenators brib'd, damn'd proſtitute ſlaves: = 
EDann'd lawyers and judges, damn' d lords and : 
damn'd {quires; 
PDamn'd ſpies and informers, damn d friends, and 
; 3 damn'd liars ; 
7 Denn d villains, corrupted i in every Ration ; : 
I amn'd time-ſerving prieſts all over the nation; 
And into the bargain I'Il readily give you 
Pama d ignorant prelates and counſellors privy. 
ET Then let us no longer by parſons be flamm'd, 
5 For we know by theſe marks the place of the 
= damnd: 
3 # nd HELL to be ſure is at Paris or Rome. 
Wow happy for us that it 1s not at home 
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Y the juſt vengeance of incenſed ſkies, 
Poor Biſhop Judas late repenting dies. 
The Jews engag'd him with a paltry bribe, 

Amounting hardly to a crown a tribe ; 


Which though his conſcience forc'd him to reſtore, 


(And, parſons tells us, no man can do more) 
Yet, through deſpair, of God and man accurſt, 
He loft his biſhoprick, and hang'd or burſt. 
Thoſe former ages differ'd much from this ; 
Judas betray'd his maſter with a kiſs; 

But ſome have kiſs'd the goſpel fifty times, 
Whoſe perjury's the leaſt of all their crimes; 


Some who can perjure through a two-inch board, 


Yet keep their biſhopricks, and 'ſcape the cord: 
Like hemp, which, by a {kilful ſpinſter drawn 


To ſlender threads, may ſometimes paſs for lawn, 


As ancient Judas by tranſgreſſion fell, 
And burſt aſunder ere he went to hell; 
So could we ſee a ſet of new Iſcariots 


Come headlong tumbling from their mitred chariots; 


Fach modern Judas periſh like the firſt 
Drop from the tree, with all his bowels burſt ; 


Who could forbear, that view'd each guilty face, 


To cry, Lo! Judas gone to his own place, 
„ His habitation let all men forſake, 
And let his biſhoprick another take!“ 
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COW could you, Gay, diſgrace the Muſes train, 
1 To ſerve a taſteleſs Court twelve years in vain! 
an would I think our female friend f ſincere, 
7 Till Bob, the poet's foe, poſſeſs'd her ear. 
3 x female virtue e'er ſo high aſcend, 
4 Lo loſe an inch of favour for a friend? 
Say, had the Court no better place to chooſe 
F: or thee, than make a dry-nurſe of thy Muſe? ? 
; | ow cheaply had thy liberty been ſold, 
To ſquire a royal girl of two years old; 
In leading-ftrings her infant-ſteps to guide, 
©: with her go-cart amble fide by fide ! 
But princely Douglas, and his ops dame, 
Y Advanc'd thy fortune, and preſerv'd thy fame. 
E : or will your nobler gifts be miſapply d, 
When o'er your patron' s treaſure you bade 3 
I he world ſhall own, his choice was wife and un, 
2 For ſons of Phoebus never break their truſt. 
Not love of beauty leſs the heart inflames 
Ot guardian eunuchs to the Sultan's dames, 
3 Their paſſions not more impotent and cold, 
| Than thoſe of poets to the luſt of gold. 
With Pzan's pureſt fire his favourites glow, 
3 he dregs will ſerve to ripen ore below; 


n 


The Dean, having been told by an intimate friend, that the 
Duke of Queenſberry had employed Mr. Gay to inſpe& the accounts 
. « management of, his Grace's receivers and ſtewards (which how- 
BY Ever proved to be a miſtake}, wrote this Epiſtle to his Friend, 
l ES The counteſs of Suffolk. — — 


His 
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His meaneſt work: for, had he thought it fit, 
That wealth ſhould be the appennage of wit, 
The god of light could ne'er have been fo blind 
To deal it to the worſt of human-kind. 
But let me now, for I can do it well, 
Your conduct in this new employ foretel. 
And firſt: to make my obſervation right, 
I place a ſtateſman full before my fight, 
A bloated minifter in all his geer, 
With ſhameleſs viſage and perfidious leer; 
Two rows of teeth arm each devouring jaw. 
And oftrich-like his all- digeſting maw. 
My fancy drags this monſter to my view, 
To ſhew the world his chief reverſe in you. 
Of loud unmeaning ſounds a rapid flood 
Rolls from his mouth in plenteous ſtreams of mud; 
With theſe the court and ſenate-houſe he plies, 
Made up of noiſe, and impudence, and lies. 
Now let me ſhew how Bob and you agree: 
You ſerve a potent prince, as well as he. 
The ducal coffers, truſted to your charge, 
Your honeſt care may fill, perhaps enlarge 
His vaſſals eaſy, and the owner bleſt; 
They pay a trifle, and enjoy the reſt. 
Not ſo a nation's revenues are paid: 
The ſervant's faults are on the maſter laid. 
The people with a ſigh their taxes bring; 
And, curſing Bob, Gn to bleſs the King. 
Next hearken, Gay, to what thy charge requires 
With ſervants, tenants, and the neighbouring {quires 
Let all domeſtics feel your gentle ſway; 
Nor bribe, inſult, nor flatter, nor betray. 


Let 
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et due reward to merit be allow'd ; 

or with your kindred half the pales crowd; 
Wor think yourſelf ſecure in doing wrong, 
telling noſes with a party ſtrong. 

ge rich; but of your wealth make no parade ; 5 
Wt 1caſt, before your maſter's debts are paid ; 
or in a palace, built with charge immenſe, 
eſume to treat him at his own expence. 
ach farmer in the neighbourhood can count 
o what your lawful perquiſites amount. 
he tenants poor, the hardneſs of the times, 
Nee ill excuſes for a ſervant's crimes. 

ich intereſt, and a premium paid beſide, 

ö he maſter's preſſing wants muſt be ſupply” d; 
Vith haſty zeal behold the ſteward come 

. his own credit to advance the ſum; 


| 
lay well conclude his power will never end. 

faithful treaſurer! what could he do more? 
le lends my Lord what was my Lord's before. 


hat no phyſician dares preſcribe by ſtealth : 
E he council fit ; approve the doctor's {kill ; 
Ind give ce before he gives the pill. 
ut the ſtate empiric acts a ſafer part; 
£ while he poiſons, wins the royal heart. 
But how can I deſcribe the ravenous breed? 
Wen let me now by negatives proceed. 
Do your Lord a truſty ſervant ſend 

©: weighty buſineſs to ſome neighbouring friend : 
| Frefume not, Gay, unleſs you ſerve a drone, 
% countermand his orders by your OWN. 


Pho, while th' unrighteous Mammon is 15 friend 


3 | The law ſo ſtrictly guards the Monarch's health, 


Should = 


# 
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Should ſome imperious neighbour fink the boat 
And drain the fiſh-ponds, while your maſter dotes; 
Shall he upon the ducal rights intrench, 
Becauſe he brib'd you with a brace of tench ? 
Nor from your Lord his bad condition hide, 
To feed his luxury, or ſooth his pride. 
Nor at an under-rate his timber ſell, 
And with an oath aſſure him, all his well; 
Or ſwear it rotten ; and with humble airs 
| Requeſt it of him to complete your ſtairs; 
Nor, when a mortgage lies on half his lands, 
Come with a purſe of guineas in your hands. 
HFave Peter Waters always in your mind; 
That rogue, of genuine miniſterial kind, 
Can half the peerage by his arts bewitch, 
Starve twenty lords to make one ſcoundrel rich: 
And, when he gravely has undone a ſcore, 
Is humbly pray'd to ruin twenty more. 
A dextrous ſteward, when his tricks are found, 
HFuſh-money ſends to all the neighbours round; 
His maſter, unſuſpicious of his pranks, 
Pays all the coſt, and gives the villain thanks. 
And, ſhould a friend attem pt to ſet him right, 
His Lordihip would impute it all to ſpite; 
Would love his favourite better than before, 
And truſt his honeſty juft ſo much more. 
Thus families, like real ms, with equal fate, 
Are ſunk by premier n1iniſters of ſtate. 
Some, when an heir ſucceeds, go boldly on, 
And, as they robb'd the father, rob the ſon. 
A knave, who deep imbroils his lord's affairs, 
Will ſoon grow neceflary to his heirs. 


His 
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TO MR. GAY. 127 
18 's policy conſiſts i in ſetting traps, 
n finding ways and means, and ſtopping gaps z 
He knows a thouſand tricks whene'er he pleaſe, 
Though not to cure, yet palliate each diſeaſe. 
In either caſe, an equal chance is run; | 
or, keep or turn him out, my Lord's undone. 
ou want a hand to clear a filthy fink; 
o cleanly workman can endure the ſtink. 
A ftrong dilemma in a deſperate caſe! 
Vo act with infamy, or quit the place. 
A bungler thus, who ſcarce the nail can hit, 
ith driving wrong will make the pannel ſplit : 
Nor dares an abler workman undertake 
o drive a ſecond, leſt the whole ſhould break. 
In every court the parallel will hold; 
5 und kings, like private folks, are bought- and ſold. 
he ruling rogue, who dreads to be caſhier'd, 
WE ontrives, as he is hated, to be fear'd : 
We onfounds accounts, perplexes all affairs; 
or vengeance more imbroils, than {kill repairs. 
Wo robbers (and their ends are juſt the ſame) 
| 4 o ſcape inquiries, leave the houſe in flame. 

W 1 knew a brazen miniſter of ſtate, 
ho bore for twice ten years the public hate. 
1 every mouth the queſtion moſt in vogue 
Pas, When will they turn out this odious rogue? 
; P juncture happen'd in his higheſt pride: 
|; WE he went robbing on, old maſter dy'd. 
Ne thought there now remain'd no room to doubt; 
is work is done, the miniſter muſt out. 
e court invited more than one or two: 
Nil you, Sir Spencer? or, Will you, or you? 
= But 
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But not a ſoul his office durſt accept ; ; 


The ſubtle knave had all the plunder ſwept : 


And, ſuch was then the temper of the times, 


He ow'd his preſervation to his crimes. 

The candidates obſerv'd his dirty paws ; 

Nor found it difficult to gueſs the cauſe : 

But, when they ſmelt ſuch foul corruptions round i 


him, 


Away they fled, and left bim as they found kin 


Thus, when a greedy ſloven once has thrown 


His ſnot into the meſs, 'tis all his own. f 


oN THE IRISH BISHOPS*, 
1731. 


1 Ob Latimer preaching did fairly de 


A biſhop, who rul'd all the reſt of his tribe; 


And who is this biſhop ? and where does he dwell! 

Why truly tis Satan, archbiſhop of hell. 
And H was a primate, and HE wore a mitre 

| Surrounded with jewels of ſulphur and nitre. 

How nearly this biſhop our biſhops reſembles ! 
But he has the odds, who believes and who trembles 
Could you ſee his grim grace, for a pound toa penny, 
| You'd ſwear it muſt be the baboon of Kilkenny: 


Poor Satan will think the compariſon odious ; 


1 wiſh I could find him out one more commodious 


'* Occafioned by their endeavouring to get an act to divide tit 
church-livings ; which bill was rejected by the Iriſh houſe of con 


mons. . 


75 But 


2 
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it this 1 am fure, the moſt reverend old dragon 
WHas got on the bench many biſhops ſuffragan ; 1 
2 And all men believe he reſides there 7 nog. 
* 0 give them by turns an inviſible j jog. 
W Our biſhops, puft up with wealth and with pride, 
E ts o hell on the backs of the clergy would ride. 
. Whey mounted and labour d with whip and with 
= EE 
In vain—for the devil a parſon would he. 
Wo the Commons unhors' d them ; and this 1 was 
. Z their doom, 
Wn their croſiers to ride, like a witch on a : broom. 
WT hough they gallop d fo faſt, on the road Tu may | 
find 'em, 
And have left us but ns dut of twenty behind * em. 
| Lord Bolton's good grace, lord Car, and lord Howard, 
In ſpite of the devil, would ſtill be untoward: 
1 came of good kindred, and could not endure 
Their former companions ſhould beg at their door. 
1 When Chriſt was betray'd to Pilate the prætor, 
2 a dozen apoſtles but one prov'd a traitor ; 
Pne traitor alone, and faithful eleven x 
ö Put we can afford you ſix traitors in pen 
What a clutter with clippings, dividings, and | 
_ cleavings! 
End the clergy forſooth muſt take up with their 
K leavings. 
b If making diviſions was all their intent, 
F They ve done it, we thank them, but not as they 
meant; 
And ſo may ſuch biſhops for ever 1 


War no honeſt heathen would be on their fide. 
Vor. VIII K How 


130 SWIFT'S POEMS. 


How ſhould we rejoice, if, like Judas the firſt, 

Thoſe ſplitters of parſons in ſunder ſhould burſt! 

| Now hear an alluſion :—A mitre, you know, 

Is divided above, but united below. 

If this you conſider, our emblem is right; f 

The biſhops divide, but the clergy unite. 

Should the bottom be ſplit, our biſhops would dread 
That the mitre would never ſtick faſt on their head 
And yet they have learnt the chief art of a ſovereign, 

As Machiavel taught them,“ divide, and ye govern," 

But courage, my lords, though it cannot be {aid 
That one cloven tongue ever fat on your head; 

I'll hold you a groat (and I wiſh I could fee 't) 

Le your ſockings were off, you could ſhew cloven. 
„ 

| But hold, cry the logs, and give us fair play; 

Before you condemn us, hear what we can ſay. 

What truer affections could ever be ſhewn, 

Than ſaving your ſouls by damning our own? 

And have we not practis'd all methods to gain you; 

With the tithe of the tithe of the tithe to maintai 

-- 03 

Provided a fund for building you ſpittals ? 1 

Jou are only to live four years without victuals. 

Content, my good lords; but let us change hands; 

Firſt take you our tithes, os give us your lands. 

So God bleſs the Church and three of our mitres; 

And God bleſs the Commons, for biting the biters 
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ON THE DEATH OF DR. SWIFT, 


Written in November 1731. 


| ſoccafioned by rekting the following Maxim in 
| RocHEFOUCAULT, Dans Padverſite de nos mellicurs 


cc amis, nous trouvons e quelque choſe, qui 


Ion, 

rn. te ne nous a pas.“ 

d 
; EH [6 lo the adverſity of our beſt friends, we always Grid ſomething . 
\ = that doth not N us.” 8 


4 Rouchefouesult bis maxims drew. 
From nature, I believe them true: 

mey argue no corrupted mind 

In him; the fault is in mankind. 

This maxim more than all the reſt ly 

ls thought too baſe for human breaſt ! 

1 te In all diſtreſſes of our friends, 

We firſt conſult our private ends 

F % While nature, kindly bent to aſs us, 

Points out ſome cireumſtance to pleaſe us. 10 

If this perhaps your patience move, 

| Let reaſon and experience prove. 

We all behold with envious eyes 

Our equals rais'd above our ſize. 55 

Who would not at a crowded ſhow _ T5 

Stand high himſelf, keep others low ? 

| | love my friend as well as you: 

But why ſhould he obſtruct my view? 

K 2 Then 
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Then let me have the higher poſt ; 
Suppoſe it but an inch at moſt, 


| Tf in a battle you ſhould find 

One, whom you love of all mankind, 
Had ſome heroic action done, 

A champion kill'd, or trophy won; 
| Rather than thus be over-topt, 
Would you not wiſh his laurels cropt ? 
Dear honeſt Ned is in the gout, 


Lies rack'd with pain, and you without : 


How patiently you hear him groan ! 
How glad, the caſe is not your own a! 
What poet would not grieve to ſee 

His brother write as well as he? 

But, rather than they ſhould excel, 

Would wiſh his rivals all in hell? 
Her end when emulation miſſes, 

She turns to envy; ſtings, and hiſſes: 


The ſtrongeſt friendſhip yields to pride, 


VUnleſs the odds be on our fide. 
Vain human-kind ! fantaſtic race! 
Thy various follies who can trace? 
Self-tove, ambition, envy, pride, 


Their empire in our hearts divide. 
Give others riches, power, and ſtation, 
"Tis all to me a uſurpation. 

I have no title to aſpire ; 


Yet, when you fink, I ſeem the "PI 


In Pope I cannot read a line, 
But with a ſigh I wiſh it mine: 
When he can in one couplet fix 


More ſenſe than I can do in ſix; 
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It gives me fork a jealous fit, 

I cry, © Pox take him and his wit!“ 
I grieve to be outdone by Gay 
nin my own humourous biting way. 
W Arbuthnot is no more my friend, 
W Who dares to irony pretend, 


Wich I was born to introduce, 


J Refin'd it firſt, and ſhew'd its uſe, 

3 St. John, as well as Pulteney, knows 
W That I had ſome repute for proſe; 
And, till they drove me out of date, 
Could maul a miniſter of ſtate. 

lf they have mortified my pride, 
And made me throw my pen alide; 
If with ſuch talents Heaven has bleſs d' 'em, 6 5 
Have I not reaſon to deteſt em? 

= To all my foes, dear Fortune, ſend 
3 Thy gifts; but never to my friend: 

I tamely can endure the firſt ; EO 
But this with envy makes me burſt. "09: 
= Thus much may ſerve by way of proem; 
Proceed we therefore to our poem. 

= The time is not remote, when [I 

8 Muſt by the courſe of nature die; 
Wen, I foreſee, my ſpecial Friends 
Will try to find their private ends: 

And though tis hardly underſtood 

Which way my death can do them good, 5 
Let thus, methinks, I hear them ſpeax: 

* See, how the Dean begins to break ! 

* Poor gentleman, he droops apace ! 

* You ns find it in his face. 


3 
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& That old vertigo in his head 
„ Will never leave him, till he's dead, 

« Beſides, his memory decays; 

He recollects not what he ſays; 

„ He cannot call his friends to mind; 

e Forgets the place where laſt he din'd; 

* Plies you with ſtories o'er and oer; 
He told them fifty times before. 
How does he fancy, we can ſit 

“% To hear his out- of- faſhion wit? 
But he takes up with younger folks, 
-& Who for his wine will bear his jokes. 
« Faith! he muſt make his ſtories ſhorter, 9; 
“ Or change his comrades once a quarter; . 
« In half the time he talks them round, 
“There mult another ſet be found. 
For poetry, he's paſt his prime: 
He takes an hour to find a rhyme; 
* His fire is out, his wit decay'd, 
* His fancy ſunk, his Muſe a jade, 
I'd have him throw away his pen; 
But there's no talking to ſome men ” 
And then their tenderneſs appears 

By adding largely to my years; 

% He's older than he would be reckon' d, 

c And well remembers Charles the Second. 

He hardly drinks a pint of wine; 
« And that, I doubt, is no gaod ſign. 110 
His ſtomach too begins ta fail; 
* Laſt year we thought him ſtrong and hale ; ; 
But now he's quite another thing: 
£00 T with he may hold out till ſpring!“ 
4 | They 


| 
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| They hug themſelves, and reaſon thus: 115 

« It is not yet ſo bad with us!” By 

In ſuch a caſe, they talk in tropes, 

g And by their fears expreſs their hopes. 

Some great misfortune to portend, 

= No enemy can match a friend. 120 

With all the kindneſs they profeſs, 

3 The merit of a lucky gueſs 

(When daily how-d'ye's come of courſe, 1 

And ſervants anſwer, © Worſe and worſe! 8 7 

| 1 Would pleaſe them better, than to tell, 125 
W That, © God be prais'd, the Dean is well” 

W Then he, who propheſy'd the beſt, 

W Approves his foreſight to the reſt: 

ou know I always fear'd the worſt, 

And oſten told you ſo at firſt. 130 

; He'd rather chooſe that I ſhould die, 

= Than his predictions prove a 1 

b Not one foretels I ſhall recover; 

But all agree to give me over. 

Let, ſhould ſome neighbour feel a pain 135 
Juſt 1 in the parts where I complain; PE. 
= How many a meſſage would he ſend! 
What hearty prayers that I ſhould mend! 
Inquire what regimen 1 kept; 
What gave me eaſe, and how I ſlept? 1409 
| And more lament when I was dead, Ee 
Than all the ſnivelers round my bed. 

My good companions, never fear; 

For though you may miſtake a year, go 
Though your prognoſtics run too faſt, 145 
They muſt be verify'd at laſt, : 
ROS Behold 
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* f 


Behold the fatal Gy arrive! 
« How is the Dean?“ —“ He's juſt alive.“ 
Now the departing prayer is read ; 


He hardly breathes — The Dean is dead. 


Before the paſſing-bell begun, 


The news through half the town is run. 


Oh! may we all for death prepare 


| 


What has he left? and who's his heir? 
& know no more than what the news is; 
Tis all bequeath'd to public uſes. 


«To public uſes! there's a whim !_ 


„What had the publick done for him? 

Mere envy, avarice, and pride: 

He gave it all — but firſt he dy'd. 
And had the Dean, in all the nation, 


6 


= 


No worthy friend, no poor relation? 

« So ready to do ſtrangers good, 

« Forgetting his own fleſh and blood!“ 
Now Grub; ſtreet wits are all employ'd ; 


With elegies the town is cloy'd: 


Some paragraph in every paper, 


The doctors, tender of their fame, 


Wiſely on me lay all the blame. 


. We muſt confeſs, his caſe was nice; 
2 


— 


But he would never take advice. 


„Had he been rul'd, for aught appears, 


„ 


For, when we open'd him, we found, 
“ That all his vital parts were ſound.” 
From Dama ſoon to Landen 38295 


He might have liv'd theſe twenty years: 


150 


15 


165 


To curſe the Dean, or bleſs the Drapier. 
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- Kind Lady Suffolk *, * in the ſpleen, 9 | 
Ws Runs laughing up to All the Queen, 180 
W The Queen, ſo gracious, mild, and good, 
50 cCries, © Is he gone! tis time he ſhould. 
He's dead, you fay ; then let him rot; 
'm glad the medals f were forgot. 
II promis'd him, I own; but when! 5 
L only was the Princeſs then: 1 
But now, as conſort of the King, 
. % You know, tis quite another thing.“ 
= Now Chartres, at Sir Robert's levee, bo 
UM Tells with a ſneer the tidings heavy: 190 
Wp, if he dy'd without his ſhoes,” 5 
Cries Bob, © I'm ſorry for the news: 
W « Oh, were the wretch but living ſtill, 
And in his place my good friend Will! 
W 5 Or had a mitre on his head, 195 
provided Bolingbroke were dead! yo 1 5 
N Now Curll his ſhop from rubbiſh drains: 
W Three genuine tomes of Swift's remains! 
And then, to make them paſs the glibber, 
KRevis'd by Tibbalds, Moore, and Cibber. 200 
He'll treat me as he does my betters 
N Publiſh my will, my life, my letters; 
Revive the libels born to diez 
Which Pope muſt bear, as wel as I. 
= Here ſhift the ſcene, to repreſent 205 
How thoſe J love my death lament. 


165 


17) 


T Mrs. Howard, at one time a favourite with the Dean. 
| + Which the Dean in vain expeſted, in return for a ſmall preſent 
had ſent to che Princeſs, 


Kind Poor 


(e 
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Poor Pope will grieve a month, and Gay 

A week, and Arbuthnot a day. 

St. John himſelf will ſcarce forbear 
To bite his pen, and drop a tear. 
The reſt will give a ſhrug, and cry, 

I'm ſorry — but we all muſt die!“ 

Indifference, clad in Wiſdom's guiſe, 
All fortitude of mind ſupplies : 

For how can ſtony bowels melt 
In thoſe who never pity felt! 

When we are laſh'd, they kiſs the rod, 

= Reſigning to the will of God. 
| The fools, my juniors by a year, 

Are tortur'd with ſuſpenſe and fear; 

Who wiſely thought my age a ſcreen, 

When death approach'd, to ſtand between: 

The ſcreen remov'd, their hearts are trembling; 
They mourn for me without difſembling. *s 

My female friends, whoſe tender hearts 22; 

Have better learn'd to act their parts, 

Receive the news in doleful dumps : 

The Dean is dead: (Pray what is trumps!) 

* Then, Lord have merey on his ſoul! 

(Ladies, I'll venture for the vole.) 23 

Six Deans, they ſay, muſt bear the pall: 

(I with I knew what king to call. 

Madam, your huſband will attend 7 

„The funeral of ſo good a friend. A 


LA 


cc 


o 


—_— 


* No, madam, 'tis a ſhocking {1ght ; 
* And he's engag'd to-morrow night; 
My Lady Club will take it ill, 

If he ſhould fail her at quadrille.. : 
2 925 (e he 


220 


18; 


22; 


06 EE hope he's in a better place.“ 


No loſs more eaſy to ſupply. 


Who now, alas! no more is mils d, 
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ON THE DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 139 
« He lov'd the Dean — (I lead a heart,) 
« But deareſt friends, they ſay, muſt part. 240 
« His time was come; he ran his race; 


Why do we grieve that friends ſhould die? 2 


One year is paſt; a different ſcene! 4 
No farther mention of the Dean; 15 
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Than if he never did exiſt. 


Where's now the favourite of Apollo? 4 


Departed: — and his works muſt follow ; 3 250 
Muſt undergo the common fate; 7 
His kind of wit is out of date. 

Some country ſquire to Lintot goes, 
Inquires for Swift in verſe and proſe. . 
Says Lintot, I have heard the name; 255 
% He dy' d a year ago. — The fame.” e 
He ſearches all the ſhop in vain. 


Sir, you may find then in Duck-lane: 


« ſent them, with a load of books, 


= *© Laſt Monday, to the paſtry-cook's. 260 


c 


To fancy they could live a year! 

I find you're but a ſtranger here. 

The Dean was famous in his time, 

* And had a kind of knack at rhyme. 

„His way of writing now is paſt : "abs. 
* The town has got a better taſte. 


I keep no antiquated ſtuff; 


But ſpick and pan I have enough. 


* Pray, do but give me leave to ſhew em: 
Here's Colley Cibber's birth-day poem. 270 


5 « This 


% SWIFT'S POEMS, 


„ This ode you never yet have ſeen, 
« By Stephen Duck, upon the Queen. 
Then here's a letter finely penn'd 
« Againſt the Craftſman and his friend : ? 
cc It clearly ſhews that all reflection 275 
« On miniſters is diſaffection. Ds 
Next, here's Sir Robert's vindication, 
« And Mr. Henley's laſt oration. 
The hawkers have not got them yet: 
«* Your Honour pleaſe to buy a ſet? 2280 
Here's Wolſton's tracts, the twelfth edition; WW 
„ Tis read by every politician ; ® 
* The country-members, when in town, | 3 
To all their boroughs ſend them down; Mil 
_ & You never met a thing ſo ſmart; 285 
The courtiers have them all by heart: 
© Thoſe maids of honour, who can read, 
„Are taught to uſe them for their creed. 
„The reverend author's good intention 
« Hath been rewarded with a penſion *: 290 
„He doth an honour to his gown, 
By bravely running prieſt- craft down: 
He ſhews, as ſure as God's in Glouceſter, 
„That Moſes was a grand impoſtor 5 
« That all his miracles were cheats, 295 
0 Perform'd as jugglers do their feats: 
*© The church had never ſuch a writer: 
« A ſhame he hath not got a mitre !” 
Suppoſe me dead; and then ſuppoſe 
A club aſſembled at the Roſe; 30" 


0 Wolſton 18 here confounded with Woolaſton. — 


Where, 


= 2 


| Where, from diſcourſe of this and that, 
[ grow the ſubject of their chat. 

And while they toſs my name about, 

With favour ſome, and ſome without; 
One, quite indifferent in the cauſe, 305 
My character impartial draws: 
„The Dean, if we believe report, 

4 Was never ill-receiv'd at court. 
« As for his works in verſe and proſe, 


„ Nor, can I tell what criticks thought! em; 
« But, this I know, all people bought em; 
As with a moral view defign'd 


& To cure the vices of mankind : 


* 


(e 


Wy © His vein, ironically grave, 320 


Expos' d the fool, and laſh'd the knave. 
« To ſteal a hint was never known, 


But what he writ was all his own. 

He never thought an honour done him, 
Becauſe a duke was proud to own him; 325 
Would rather flip aſide, and chooſe 

To talk with wits in dirty ſhoes; 

Deſpis'd the fools with ſtars _ garters, 

So often ſeen careſſing Chartres. 
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Nor perſons held in admiration; 
Of no man's greatneſs was afraid, 
Becauſe he ſought for no man's aid. 
Though truſted long in great affairs, 
He gave himſelf no haughty airs: 335 
Without regarding private ends, 
* Spent all his credit for his friends: 
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ON TAE DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 141 


« I own myſelf no judge of thoſe : - 0 


He never courted men in ftation, 330 


Fa 
* 
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SWIFT'S POEMS. 
And only choſe the wiſe and good ; 


No flatterers; no allies in blood: 
But ſuccour'd virtue in diſtreſs, 340 
And ſeldom fail'd of good ſucceſs; 5 


As numbers in their hearts muſt own, 


Who, but for him, had been unknown. 


« With princes kept a due decorum; 


But never ſtood in awe before em. 345 


He follow'd David's leflon juſt ; 
In princes never put thy truſt : 


And, would you make him truly ſour, 


Provoke him with a flave in power, 


The Iriſh ſenate if you nam'd, 450 ü 


With what impatience he declaim d! 
Fair LIBER Ty was all his cry; 
For her he ſtood prepar'd to die; 


For her he boldly ſtood alone; 


For her he oft” expos'd his own. 355 


Two kingdoms, juſt as faction led, 


Had ſet a price upon his head; 


But not a traitor could be found, 


To ſell him for ſix hundred pound. 
„Had he but ſpar'd his tongue and pen, 36 


i He might have roſe like other men: 
* But power was never in his thought, 
And wealth he valued not a groat: 
Ingratitude he often found, 


And pity'd thoſe who meant the wound: 365 
But kept the tenor of his mind, 

To merit well of human-kind: 

Nor made a ſacrifice of thoſe 


* Who ſtill were true, to pleaſe his foes. 


« He 
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ON THE DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 14; 


© He labour'd many a fruitleſs hour, 370 


To reconcile his friends in power; 
Saw miſchief by a faction brewing, 
While they purſu d each other's ruin. 


But, finding vain was all his care, 
He left the court in mere deſpair. 375 
« And, oh! how ſhort are human ſchemes! 


Here ended all our golden dreams. 
What St. John's {kill in ſtate affairs, 
What Ormond's valour, Oxford's cares, 


To ſave their ſinking country lent, 380 
« Was all deſtroy'd by one event. 


Too ſoon that precious life was ended, 


On which alone our weal depended. 


When up a dangerous faction ſtarts, 


With wrath and vengeance in their hearts; 385 5 . 


By ſolemn league and covenant bound, 
To ruin, flaughter, and confound; _ 


To turn religion to a fable, 


And make the government a Babel; 


Pervert the laws, diſgrace the gown, 390 


Corrupt the ſenate, rob the crown ; 
To facrifice Old England's glory, 


And make her ons) in ſtory : 
When ſuch a tempeſt ſhook the land, 


How could unguarded Virtue ſtand! 395 
With horror, grief, deſpair, the Dean . 


* Beheld the dire deſtructive ſcene: 
His friends in exile, or the Tower, 
Himſelf within the frown of power; 


Purſu'd by baſe-invenom'd pens, 40⁰ 


Far to the land of — 
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A ſervile race in folly nurs'd, 
Who truckle moſt, when treated worſt. 


FBy innocence and reſolution, 
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He bore continual perſecution ; 


While numbers to preferment roſe, 


Whoſe merit were to be his foes; 
When ev'n his own familiar friends, 
Intent upon their private ends, 
Like renegadoes now he feels, 
Againſt him lifting up their heels. 
„The Dean did, by his pen, defeat 
An infamous deſtructive cheat; 


Taught fools their intereſt how to know, 
And gave them arms to ward the blow. 


Envy has own'd it was his doing, 2 
To ſave that hapleſs land from ruin ; 


While they who at the ſteerage ſtood, 

And reap'd the profit, ſought his blood. 
“To fave them from their evil fate, 
In him was held a crime of tate. 
A wicked monſter on the bench, 
| Whoſe fury blood could never quench ; 


As vile and profligate a villain, 


As modern Scroggs, or old Treſſilian; 3 
Who long all juſtice had diſcarded, 
Nor fear'd he God, nor man regarded; 


Vow'd on the Doan his rage to vent, 
And make him of his zeal repent; 
But Heaven his innocence defends, 
The grateful people ſtand his friends ; 


Not ftrains of law, nor judges' frown, 
Nor topies brought to pleaſe the crown, 
6e No 


© v o 4 
. 
P 
. g Ki 8 
+ 1 j 
Re, SL 
: 5 
£ nn 
1 29 
7 
72 
7 
EF RG 
* 3 
4 =» 
. 
% 5 


> ST 
% * * G 
by \ 2 
- ole * 
re TT Shae : 
8 2 
I ad 
WR? 
2 $f , 
A E IWg q 
* 
E 5 $ 
; 
* > 


0 8 
. 
A 8 
= d 
N 
* 3 — 
WIN En 
+ 0 2 
*2 3 
55 7 
SE FEE : 
: N KEEL 
2 3 138. 
: 8 
35 rn 
ale 
EO gd! 
{ N 
1 
2 
4 
5 
SLY 3 


e 
2 1 
1 * 
r 
PE ge 
REED 
PAINS 
, e 
; NSN 
* tes 
4 ' 8 
THY Mx, 
” £ 
2 . 
4 N 
ern 
5 . 
: 
5 


8 Dm, 

8 ST HA 

* 5 * 

„ * Py 

ö 

oo 5 
1 2 
Rp 5 
Bas = * . 
; RES - 

3% Wo = 
N Br. 1 

a | 

8 

5 


OY 
A s P »\ 
Cs OL EY 
"Ons OE 
n 
IRE 
50 . 
8 
0 8 
4 We 
2 OY 
2 2 
8 
$i 85 
0 
+ 


0 


« 


oo. 


* 


"> 


x 
Sx 9 
8 27 
e 
n 
Ni 
1 
£ With 
0 > 25 
FAY by 
. 
. . 
} * 
— 
5 
pe; . 
5 1 | 


[ny 


c 


cc 


0 


2 


0 


en 
2 - 85 \ 
3 + 2 
SEA Rea 
3 
TIES 
3 
oa WL 
9 5 
* . 
. 54 "YE 4 
a 
F « 
PE; * 
n 1 
NN 
n 
. 
7 
AY * » 
2 
2 
5 
o 


** 


c 


ce 


* 


cc 


cc 


p” 


5 


a. Pore _ ; 
2 _— 
. bd 5s A; 3 
* * * 
7 . 
| „ 5 7 
0 
* 
) . 
q 
« 
2 
* * 3 
0 
Lo 5 


* 


» 


a * 


"ith * >& 
82 r 
F 
* 1 (e 
55 7 * N 
8 Fe, 4 
7 ; 5 
2 2 
N N 
2) 27 
wo 5 
Wo x "Ou 
b Ws : 
5 3 EY . 
"1 We - 
« »3 
- * 
LP * . : 
Sr EEE 
* * 
3 (* 
+ 
* * 
3. RY 
* 


R q 
7 n 
n . 
y 
; . TY 
3 
0 
* 
3 


* 


7 0 0 
1 3 
n 
P . 

n 

7 N 

* 5 

8 + 

£20) 

5 : 

T 


66 


= + es : 
+ . * 
5 1 
$ T2 
Soy ts, 
1 * 
i "x 9 45 
VE Noo 
Lex \ 4: 
wh 2623) 
: « * * 
DAS 
oe IEA 
5 
\ 


E 
* I-48 
yt %4 J n 
2 N 
A 1 
© EIS 
Li WOES 
7. uy 3 
"Cabos 
AI o 
5 
> » "IK 


N 
1 
» 1 
5 * 
2 
2 
8 
A N 7 1 4 
> * 4 : 
. & 
CL * * ” 
4 
+ IS 
. (Cc 
12 
ks b 
I 
24 
on 


be 


** 


ON THE DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 


Nor witneſs hir'd, nor jury pick'd, 
Prevall to bring him in convict. 
„In exile, with a ſteady heart, 


He ſpent his life's declining part; 
Where folly, pride, and faction ſway, 
Remote from St. John, Pope, and Gay.“ 


His friendſhips, there to few S d, 449 
Were always of the middling kind ; 
No fools of rank, a e D 
Who fain would paſs for lords indeed: 
Where titles give no right, or power, 
And peerage is a wither'd flower; 


He would have held it a dilprace. 85 
If ſuch a wretch had known his face. 
On rural ſquires, that kingdom's 3 bane, 


He vented oft' his wrath i In vain; 

*** {quires to market brought; 
Who ſell their ſouls and * for nought 
The * * go joyful back, 


TO *** the church, 
Go ſnacks with *** * * 


And keep the peace, to pick up fees: TE 


their tenants rack, 


In every jobb to have a ſhare 


A gaol or turnpike to repair; 
be 


And turn the tax for public roads, 


Commodious to their own abodes. 
* Perhaps I may allow the Dean 


Had too much ſatire in his vein; 
And ſeem'd determin'd not to ſtarve it, 


Becauſe no age could more deſerve it. 
Yet malice never was his aim; 


He laſh'd the vice, but ſpar d the name. 465 


Vor. VIII. 
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SWIFT'S POEMS. 
No individual could reſent, 
Where thouſands equally were meant: 
His ſatire points at no defect, 


But what all mortals may correct; 
For he abhorr'd that ſenſeleſs tribe 


Who call it humour when they gibe: 
He ſpar'd a hump, or crooked noſe, 
Whole owners ſet not up for beaux. 


True genuine dulneſs mov'd his pity, 
Unleſs it offered to be witty. 


Thoſe who their ignorance confeſt, 


He ne'er offended with a jeſt; 
But laugh'd to hear an ideot quote 


A verſe from Horace learn'd by rote. 


He knew a hundred pleaſing ſtories, 
With all the turns of Whigs and Tories: 
Was cheerful to his dying-day; 
And friends would let him have his way. 
“ He gave the little wealth he had 
To build a houſe for fools and mad; 
And ſhewed, by one fatiric touch, 
No nation wanted it ſo much. 
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7 T0. DR. HELSHAM. 


SIR, Nov. 23, at bet 1731. 


. J left you, I found ad of the e 5 
juice ſick; 

I'm fo full of pity, 1 never abuſe fick ; 

And the patienteſt patient that ever you knew nel 

7 oth when Jam purge-ſick, and When 1 am u ſpew 

ſick. 

| pitied my cat, whom 1 knew by her mew fk; 

Bhe mended at firſt, but now ſhe is a-new ſick. 

aptain Butler made ſome in the church black and 

blue ſick. 

Dean Croſs, had he preach' d, would have made us 

. all pew fick. 

Fre not you, in a crowd when you tweat and you 

ttew, ſick? © 

N ady ery got out of the church when ſhe grew 

-fick, --- 

And, as faſt as ſhe could, to the deanry flew ſick. 

Miss Morice was (I can you aſſure tis true) ſick: 

For, who would not be in that numerous crew ſick J 

ach muſick would make a fanatick or Jew ſick, 

et, ladies are ſeldom at ombre or lue fick; 


This medley (for it cannot be called a poem) is given as a ſpe - 
__ of thoſe Sagatelles for which the Dean hath perhaps been too 
verely cenſurcd, Some which were ſtill more exceptionable are 


ppreſſed. — ELD 
£7 3 Nor 


148 SWIFT'S POEMS. - 
Nor is old Nanny Shales, whene' er ſhe does brey 7. 
Gek F 
My footman came home from the church of 
bruiſe ſick, 1 
And look'd like a rake, who was made in ti: i 
ſtews ſick; z 
But you jearned doctors can make whom you 7. 
chooſe lick : h X 
And poor 1 myſelf was, when I Mes: ſick; 
For the ſmell of them made me like garlick and rue 
5 
And I got through the crowd, though not led bei 
, 6 mee 
Lou hop d d to find many (for that was your cue 
Fey > | 
But there was not a dozen (to give them their du 
ſick, i 
And thoſe, to be ſure, ſtuck together like glew, ſick Wa 
So are ladies in crowds, when they ſqueeze and f 75 
they ſerew, hek; . 
You may find ry are all, by their yellow pal =_ 
| hue, 1 ek; | FEES 


80 am I, when tobacco, like Robin, l chew, fick 


TO DR. SHERIDAN. b 
1 I write any more, it will ke. my porn E 
Mule ſick. - bk 
This night I came home with a very cold dew $M 
And I with I may ſoon be not of an ague fick; 
But I hope I ſhall ne' er be like you, of a threw «| MY 
Who often has made me, by looking alkew, 1 EE 
PD k. 


[149 ] 


"WH Dk HELSHAM'S ANSWER. 
THE Doctor $ fir rhyme. would wake any 

Jew ſick: 

9 | know it has made a fine lady 1 in 5 ſick, 

= : For which ſhe is gone in a coach to Killbrew ſick, 

Like a hen: I once had, from a fox when ſhe flew 
n 

Taft Monday a lady at St. Patrick's tid few ſick : 

2 E * made all the reſt of the folks in the pew ſick, 

The ſurgeon who bled her his lancet out drew ſick, 

And ſtopt the diſtemper, as being but new ſick. 


ſick; 


M a Had we two been there, it would have made me 


and you ſick: 

A lady that long d. 18 by eating of glew ſick; 

* you ever know one in a very good Q fick? 
* m told that my wife is by winding a clue ſick; 
he doors have made her by ä and by r rue 
pak E 2 ick. 


FY he threw lick, - 

And yet the old tr ade of his dice he 1 purſue fer; 
' 5 ve known an old miſer for paying his due ſick ; 
At prefent I'm grown by a pinch of my ſhoe ſick, 


1 8 Pend rhymes, and I'll ſend you ſome others in lieu lick, 
3 Of rbymes I have plenty. 

And therefore ſend twenty. 

Anſwered the ſame day when ſent, Nov. 2 3. 
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The yacht, the laſt ſtorm, had all her whole crew 


| There's 8 4 gameſter in town, for a throw that 


And what would you have me with verſes to do ick! ? 


I deſire 
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150 SWIFT'S POEMS. 
I deſire you will carry both theſe to the Dodo, 


together with his own; and let him know we an 
not perſons to be inſulted. 


— 


« Can you match with me, 
% Who ſend thirty-three ? 
“ You muſt get fourteen more, 
To make up thirty-four: 
„But, if me you can conquer, 
« Pl own you a ſtrong cur.“ 


This morning I'm growing, by ig of yew, 


ſick; 
My brother' s come over with gold from Peru fick; 


Laſt night l came home in a ſtorm that then blen 
e 
This moment my dog at a cat 1 hallo ſick; 
T hear, from cen hands, that my poor coulin Hugh 
lick; 

By 3 a bottle, and pulling a ſcrew fick : 
And now there's no more I can write * Il ex- 


cuſe) ſick; 
You ſee that I Born to mention word makick, 


I'll do my beſt, 8 
To ſend the reſt; T1 
Without a jeſt, Tit 
I'll ſtand the teft. =} 

Theſe lines that I ſend you, 1 hope you "1 per· 
uſe ſick; Fa 
I'll make you with writing a little more news fick; 
__ Laſt nightI came home with drinking of booze fick; 


*The lines © thus mark'd” were written by Dr. Swift, at the 
bottom of Dr. Helſham's twenty lines; and the following fourtt® 
were afterwards added on the ſame paper. N, 
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My PEN Fivears that he' I hack and he'll hew 


ſick ; 


An officer's lady, I'm told, is tattoo ſick; 
rm afraid that the line thirty-four you wil view 


Lord! I could write a dozen more; 
You ſee, I've mounted thirty-four. 


LP 1G RAM, 


on THE BUSTS * IN RICHMOND HERMITAGE, 1732. 


rc Sie ſiti lætantur Docti.“ 


IT H honour thus by Carolina plac'd, 
_ How are theſe venerable buſtoes grac'd! 
O Queen, with more than regal title crown'd, 
For love of arts and piety renown d! 
How do the friends of virtue joy to ſee 
Her darling ſons exalted thus by thee ! 
Nought to their fame can now be added more, 
Rever' 0 by her whom all mankind adore. 


ANOTHER. 


LEWIS the living learned fed, 
And rais'd the ſcientific head: 
Our frugal Queen, to ſave her meat, 
Exalts the heads that cannot eat. 


denen, Locke, Ck, and Vette 
L 4 | 1 A Cox- 
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A CONCLUSION drawn from the above EpicRany 
TY” | and ſent to the DRAPIER. 


n 


. 


SINCE Anna, whoſe bounty thy merits had fed, 
Ere her own was laid low, had exalted thy head; 
And fince our good Queen to the wile is fo juſt, 
To raiſe heads for ſuch as are humbled in duſt, 
I wonder, good man, that you are not envaulted; 
Pry'thee go, and be dead, and be doubly exalted, 


DR. SwirT's ANSWER» 


HER majeſty never mall be my exalter; 
And yet ſhe would raiſe me, I know, by a halter! 


TO THE REVEREND DR. SWIFT. 


WITH A PRESENT OF A PAPER =-BOOK FINELY BYUND 
ON HIS BIRTH- bar, NOVEMBER 30, 733. | 


BY JOuN EARL OF ORRERY. 


To thee, dear Swift, theſe ſpotleſs leaves I ſend; 
Small is the preſent, but ſincere the friend. 
Think not fo poor a book below thy care; 
Who knows the price that thou canſt yy it bear? 
Though tawdry now, and, like Tyrilla's face, 
The ſpecious front ſhines out with borrow'd grace; 
Though paſte-boards, glittering like a tinſel d coat, 
A 2 tabula within denote : 
Yet 


/ 


TO THE REVEREND DR. SWIFT. 1353 


yt, if a venal and corrupted age, 
ar modern vices, ſhould provoke thy rage ; 3 
If, warn'd once more by their impending fate, 
= WA ſinking country and an injur d ſtate 
Tray great aſſiſtance ſhould again demand, 
[ And call forth reaſon to defend the land; 
When ſhall we view theſe ſheets with ah ſurprize 
e d with thought, and ſpeaking to our eyes: 

5 ach vacant ſpace, ſhall then, enrich'd, diſpenſe 
3 True force of eloquence, and nervous ſenſe ; 
N Inform the judgment, animate the heart, 
F And facred rules of policy impart. 
The ſpangled covering, bright with fplendid ore, 
F cheat the ſight with empty ſhow no more: 
R Hut lead us inward to thoſe golden mines, 
þ DV here all thy ſoul in native luſtre ſhines. 
o when the eye ſurveys ſome lovely fair, 
F Nich bloom of beauty grac'd, with ſhape and air; 
ow is the rapture heighten'd, when we find 
* Her form excell'd by her celeſtial mind! 


I 


1 Vrnsxs LEFT WITH A SILVER STANDISH 
8 | ON THE DE AN OF ST. PATRICK'S DESK, 
Y ON 11s BIRTH-DAY. 

BY DR. D ELANY. 


ITHER from Mexico I came, 
To ſerve a proud Ternian dame: = 
Was long ſubmitted to her will ; 


At length ſhe loſt me at W 


Through 


- SWIFT'S POEMS. 
Through various ſhapes I often paſs'd; 
Still hoping to have reſt at laſt; 
And ftill ambitious to obtain 

Admittance to the patriot dean; 

And ſometimes got within his door, 
But ſoon turn'd out to ſerve the poor F4 
Not ſtroling Idleneſs to aid, 

But honeſt Induftry decay'd. 

At length an artiſt purchas'd me, 

And wrought me to the ſhape you ſee. 

This done, to Hermes, I apply'd: 

O Hermes! gratify my pride ; 

Be it my fate to ſerve a ſage, 

The greateſt genius of his age; 
„That matchleſs pen let me ſupply; 
Whoſe living lines will never die!“ 
I grant your ſuit; the God reply d, 

And here he left me to reſide. 
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VV 
OCCASIONED BY 


THE FOREGOING PRESENTS, 


A PAPER-BOOK is ſent by Boyle, 


Too neatly gilt for me to ſoil. 
Delany ſends a ſilver ſtandiſh, 
When I no more a pen can brandiſh. 


m \ 
„ Alluding to 50.4. lent * me N a intereſt, to . 


tradeſmen. | 
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Let both around my tomb be plac'd : 
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As trophies of a Muſe deceas'd : 

And let the friendly lines they writ, 

In praiſe of long-departed wit, 

Be grav'd on either fide in columns, 
More to my praiſe than all my volumes 
To burſt with envy, ſpite, and rage, 
The Vandals of the preſent age. 


THE BEASTS CONFESSION 
To THE PRIEST, 


ON OBSERVING How MOST. MEN  eerTINE 
THEIR OWN | TALENTS. | 1732. 


Wurd beaſts could frank (the learned ſay 
They {till can do ſo every day) 

It ſeems, they had religion then, 

As much as now we find in men. 

It happen'd, when a plague broke out, 

(Which therefore made them more devout) 

The king of brutes (to make 1 it plain, 

Of quadrupeds I only mean) 

By proclamation-gave command; 

That every ſubject in the land 

Should to the prieſt confeſs their fins ; 


And thus the pious wolf begins: 


Good father, I muſt own with ſhame, 
That often I have been to blame: 


F I muſt confeſs, on Friday laſt, 
. Wretch that I was! J broke my faſt : 
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But I defy the baſeſt tongue 
To prove I did my neighbour wrong; 
Or ever went to ſeek my food 
By rapine, theft, or thirſt of blood. 
The als, approaching next, confeſs" d, 
That in his heart he lov'd a jeſt : 
A wag he was, he needs muſt own, 
And could not let a dunce alone: 
Sometimes his friend he would not ſpare, 
And might perhaps be too ſevere : 
But yet, the worſt that could be faid, 
He was a wit both born and bred ; 
And, if it be a ſin or ſhame, 
Nature alone muſt bear the blame: 
One fault he has, is ſorry for't, 
His ears are half a foot too ſhort ; 
Which could he to the ſtandard WIG 
He'd ſhew his face before the king: 
Then for his voice, there's none diſputes 
That he's the nightingale of brutes. 
Ihe ſwine with contrite heart allow'd, 
His ſhape and beauty made him proud : 
In diet was perhaps too nice, 
But gluttony was ne'er his vice: 
In every turn of life content, 
And meekly took what fortune ſent : | 
Inquire through all the pariſh round, 
A better neighbour ne'er was found: 
His vigilance might ſome diſpleaſe; 
"Tis true, he hated ſloth like peaſe. 
The mimic ape began his chatter, 
How evil tongues his life beſpatter: 
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Much of the cenſuring world complain'd, 

Who ſaid, his gravity was feign'd : 

Indeed the ſtrictneſs of his morals 

Engag'd him in a hundred quarrels : 

He ſaw, and he was griev'd to ſee't, 

His zeal was ſometimes indiſcreet: 

He found his virtues too ſevere 

For our corrupted times to bear : 

Yet ſuch a lewd licentious age 

Might well excule a Stoic's rage. 

= The goat advanc'd with decent pace; 

E And firſt excus'd his youthful face; 

WT Forgiveneſs begg'd, that he appear d 

E ("Twas nature's fault) without a beard. 

Iii true, he was not much inclin d 

To fondneſs for the female kind; 

Not, as his enemies object, 

From chance, or natural defect; 

Not by his frigid conſtitution; 

But through a pious reſolution : 

For he had made a holy vow 

Of chaſtity, as Monks do now : 

Which he reſolv'd to keep for ever kence, 

And ſtrictly too, as doth his“ Reverence. 

Apply the tale, and you ſhall find, 
How Juſt it ſuits with human-kind. 

Some faults we own: but, can you gueſs? 

— Why, virtues carried to exceſs, 

Wherewith our vanity endows us, 

Though neither foe nor friend allows us. 
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The prieſt his confeſſor. 
The 
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The lawyer ſwears (you may rely on't) 

He never ſqueez'd a needy client ; 

And this he makes his conſtant vals; = 
For which his brethren call him fool : 
His conſcience always was ſo nice, 

He freely gave the poor advice ; 
By which he loſt, he may affirm, 
A hundred fees laſt Eafſter-term. 

While others of the learned robe 

Would break the patience of a Job; 
No pleader at the bar could match 
His diligence and quick diſpatch; 

Ne' er kept a cauſe, he well may boaſt, 

Above a term, or two at moſt, 

The cringing knave, who ſeeks a Place 

Without ſucceſs, thus tells his caſe : 

Why ſhould he longer mince the matter ? 

He fail'd, becauſe he could not flatter; 

He had not learn'd to turn his coat, 

Nor for a party give his vote : 

His crime he quickly underſtood ; 

Too zealous for the nation's good: 

He found the miniſters reſent it, 

Yet could not for his heart repent it. 

The chaplain vows, he cannot fawn, 

Though it would raiſe him to the lawn: 

He paſs'd his hours among his books; : 

You find it in his meagre looks : 

He might, if he were worldly wiſe, 

Preferment get, and ſpare his eyes : 

But own, he had a ſtubborn ſpirit, 

That made him truſt alone to merit : 
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would riſe by merit to promotion; 
£1 Alas! a mere chimeric notion. 

= The doQor, it you will believe him, 
WE Confeſs'd a fin; (and God forgive him 1) 
= Call'd up at midnight, ran to ſlave 
BY A blind old beggar from the grave: 
hut ſee how Satan ſpreads his ſnares ; 
BE He quite forgot to ſay his prayers. 
IF He cannot help 1t for his heart 

| : Sometimes to act the parſon's part: 
3 Quotes from the Bible many a ſentence, 
That moves his patients to repentance: 
5 And, when his medicines do no good, 
WE Supports their minds with heavenly food; 
. 1 At which, however well intended, 
2 5 He hears tlie clergy are offended; 
And grown ſo bold behind his back, 
We To call him hypocrite and quack. 
ln his own church he keeps a ſeat ; 
. Says grace before and after meat; 
F And calls, without affecting airs, 
His houſehold twice a day to prayers. 
He ſhuns apothecaries ſhops: _ 
And hates to cram the ſick with flops : 
2 He ſcorns to make his art a trade; 
85 Nor bribes my lady's favourite maid. 
Old nurſe-keepers would never hire, 
ro recommend him to the ſquire; 
Which others, whom he will not name, 
WHave often practis'd to their ſhame. 
The ſtateſman tells you, with a ſneer, 
5 ls fault is to be too ſincere; * 
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And, 
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And having no ſiniſter ends, 

Is apt to diſoblige his friends. 

The nation's good, his maſter's glory, 
Without regard to Whig or Tory, 
Were all the ſchemes he had in view ; 

Vet he was ſeconded by few: 

Though ſome had ſpread a thouſand lies, 
Twas he defeated the Exciſe. 


*Twas known, though he had borne afperſion, 


That ſtanding troops were his averfion : 
His practice was, in every ſtation, 
_ To ſerve the king, and pleaſe the nation. 
Though hard to find in every cafe _ 
The fitteſt man to fill a place: 
His promiſes he ne'er forgot, 
But took memorials on the ſpot; 
His enemies, for want of charity, 
Said, he affected popularity: 
Tis true, the people underſtood, 
That all he did was for their good; 
Their kind affections he has try'd; 
No love is loſt on either ſide. 
He came to court with fortune clear, 
Which now he runs out every year: 
_ Muſt, at the rate that he goes on, 
Inevitably be undone : 
Oh! if his majeſty would pleaſe 
To give him but a writ of eaſe, 
Would grant him licence to retire, 
And it has long been his defire, 
By fair accounts it would be found, 
He's poorer by ten thouſand pound, 


> Bo 


SENS 


THE BEASTS CONFESSION. 
He owns, and hopes it is no fin, 

He ne'er was partial to his kin; 

He thought it baſe for men in dation 
To crowd the court with their relations: 
His country was his deareſt mother, 
And every virtuous man his brother; 
Through modeſty or aukward ſhame, 
(For which he owns himſelf to blame} 
He found the wiſeſt man he could, 
Without reſpect to friends or blood; 

Nor ever acts on private views, 


. When he has liberty to chooſe. 


The ſharper ſwore, he hated play, 
Except to paſs an hour away: 


And well he might; for, to his coſt, 


By want of ſkill, he always loſt ; 
He heard there was a club of cheats, 


EZ Who had contriv'd a thouſand feats; 


* G wh: 


Could change the ſtock, or cog a dye, 


3 And thus deceive the ſharpeſt eye: 


Nor wonder how his fortune ſunk, 
is brothers fleece him when he' 8 drunk. 


I own the moral not exact; 


; : | Beſides, the tale is falſe in fact; 

3 And fo abſurd, that could I raiſe up 
From fields Elyſian, fabling Æſop, 
I would accuſe him to his face 
Por libeling the four-foot race. 
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Creatures of every kind but ours 


'E Well comprehend their natural powers; 
BY While we, whom reaſon ought to ſway, 
Miſtake our talents every day. 


Yor NHL: Me 
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The aſs was never known ſo ſtupid 
To act the part of Tray or Cupid ; ; 
Nor leaps upon his maſter's lap, 

There to be ſtroak'd, and fed with Pap, 
As #ſop would the world perſuade ; 
He better underſtands his trade : 
Nor comes, whene er his lady whiſtles ; 
But carries loads, and feeds on thiſtles. 
Our author's meaning, I preſume, is 
A creature bipes et implumss ; 
Wherein the moraliſt deſign'd 
A compliment on human-kind: 
For here he owns, that now and then 
| Beaſts may degenerate into men. 


THE PARSON'S CASE. 


PHIL you, friend Marcus, like a Stoic, 
| Can wiſh to die in ſtrains heroic, 
No real fortitude implics: 
Vet, all muſt own, thy wiſh is wiſe, 
Thy curate's place, thy fruitful wife, 
Thy buſy, drudging ſcene of lite, 
Thy inſolent, illiterate vicar, 
Thy want of all-confoling 3 
Thy thread-bare gown, thy caſſock rent, 
Thy credit ſunk, thy money ſpent, 
Thy week made up of faſting-days, 
Thy grate unconſcious of a blaze, 
_ And, to complete thy other curſes, 
The quarterly demands of nurſes, 
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Are ills you wifely wiſh to leave, 

And fly for refuge to the grave : 
And, O, what virtue you expreſs, 

E In wiſhing ſuch afflictions leſs ! 

; - But, now, ſhould For tune ſhift the ſcene, 
And make thy Curateſhip a Dean; 

Or ſome rich henefice provide, 

To pamper luxury and pride; 

With labour ſmall, and income great ; 
With chariot leſs for uſe than ſtate ; 
With ſwelling ſcarf and gloſſy gown, 
And licence to reſide in town: 

EZ To ſhine, where all the gay reſort, 
At concerts, coffee-houſe, or court, 
And weekly perſecute his Grace, 
Wich viſits, or to beg a place; 
With underlings thy 1 flock to teach, 
Vith no deſire to pray or preach ; 
With haughty ſpouſe in veſture fine, 
With plenteous meals and generous wine; 
| Wouldft thou not with, in ſo much eaſe, 
| hy years as numerous as ay days * 


Tur HARDSHIP UPON THE LADIES, 
1733. 


5 'd Hook ladies ! though their Pane be to play, 
; is hard they muſt be buſy night and day: 
* ſhould they want the privilege of men, 

Por take ſome ſmall diverſions now and then | ? 
EO © "BY Had 
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Had women been the makers of our laws, 


(And why they were not, I can ſee no cauſe) 


The men ſhould ſlave at cards from morn to night | Þ 
And temale pleaſures be to read and write. 


A LOVE 8s ON G, 


IN THE MODERN TASTE. 
I, 


1 Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart; 
L a ſlave in thy dominions; 
Nature muſt give way tn art: 
3 II. 
Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o'er your flocks, 


See my weary days conſuming 
Al beneath yon flowery rocks. 


e 
Thus the Cyprian goddeſs weeping 
Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth: 
Him the boar, in ſilence creeping, 
Gor'd with unrelenting tooth. 


IV. 


Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers; 


Fair Diſcretion, ſtring the lyre; 
_. Sooth my ever-waking ſlumbers: 
Bright Apollo, lend thy choir. 
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FLUTTERING ſpread thy purple pinions, 
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V. 


(Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 


Arm'd in adamantine chains, 
| Lead me to the cryſtal mirrors, 


Watering ſoft ng plains. 
Vi. 


"Moaratul cypres; verdunt willow, - 


Gilding my Aurelia's brows, 


Morpheus, hovering o'er my pillow, 


Hear me pay my dying vows, | 


VII. 


Mielancholy ſmooth Mzander, 


Swiftly purling in a round, 


| 1 On thy margin lovers wander, 
With thy flowery chaplets crown'd. 


= VIII. 
a Thus when Philomela drooping 
| 3 OT. locks her ſilent Ws 


A LOVE SONG. 
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On the Words BROTHER PROTESTAN TS, | T 
and FELLOW CHRISTIANS; N 


2 
n 


So familiarly uſed by the Advocates for the Repeal gf | 9 
5 8 Trsr-Acr in IRELAND. 1733. EF 


N Miundssdal, ſays the fable, = 
O'erflow'd a farmer's barn and ſtable; 
Whole ricks of hay and ſtacks of corn 5 
Were down the ſudden current borne z BY 
While things of heterogeneous kind 
Together float with tide and wind. 
The generous wheat forgot its pride, 
And fail'd with litter fide by ſide ; 
Uniting all, to ſhew their amity, 
As in a general calamity. 
A ball of new-dropt horſe's dung, 
Mingling with apples in the throng, 
Said to the pippin plump and prim, 
* See, brother, how we apples ſwim.” 
Thus Lamb, renown'd for cutting corn, 
An offer'd fee from Radeliff ſeorns : = | = 
“ Not for the world we doctors, brother, | 7 
© Muſt take no fees of one another.“ = : 
Thus to a Dean ſome Curate ſloven = # 
Subſcribes, „Dear Sir, your brother loving.” : 0 ] 
Thus all the footmen, ſhoe-boys, porters. . 
About St. James's, cry, We courtiers.” 
Thus Horace in the houſe will prate, 
« Sir, we the miniſters of ſtate.” 


*. 
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Thus at the bar the booby Betteſworth, 

Though half a crown oi erpays his ſweat's worth, 
Who knows in law nor text nor margent, 
Calls Singleton his brother ſerjeant. 


And thus fanatick ſaints, though neither in 
b I Doctrine nor diſcipline our brethren, 

: 2 Are Brother Proteſtants and Chriſtians, 

; - As much as Hebrews and Philiſtines : 

| - But in no other ſenſe, than nature 
Has made a rat our fellow- creature. 


Lice from your body ſuck their food; 


But is a louſe your fleſh and blood? 

6 N Though born of human filth and ſweat, it 
As well may ſay man did beget it. 
And maggots in your noſe and chin 
As well may claim you for their kin. 


Yet criticks may object, why not? 


Since lice are brethren to a Scot : 

EZ Which made our ſwarm of ſes determine 
Fmployments for their brother vermin. 

ut be they Engliſh, Iriſh, Scottiſh, | 

N What Proteſtant can be ſo ſottiſh, 

While o'er the church theſe clouds are gathering, 
I To call a ſwarm of lice his brethren? 


As Moſes, by divine advice, 


In Egypt turn'd the duſt to lice ; 

„ And as our ſects, by all deſcriptions, 

= Have hearts more harden'd than Egyptians z ; 
As from the trodden duſt they ſpring, 

2 And, turn'd to lice, infeſt the king: 
Por pity's ſake, it would be juſt, 

BY A rod ſhould turn them back to duſt. 


M 4. Let 
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Let folks in high or holy ſtations 


Be proud of owning ſuch relations; 
Let courtiers hug them in their boſom, | 
As if they were afraid to loſe 'em : 
While I, with humble Job, had rather 
Say to corruption“ Thou rt my father.“ 
For he that has ſo little wit 
To nouriſh vermin, may be bit. 


THE YAHOO'S OVERTHROV 
0 Ry TE 

THE KEVAN BAYL'S NEW BALLAD, 
UPON SERJEANT KITE'S INSULT ING THE DEAN, 


To the Tu une 1 Derry donn. | I 
TOLLY boys of St. Kevan' 8, St. Patrick 8, Donore I 


And Smithfield, I'll tell you, if not told befor 3 


WS Betteſworth, that booby, and ſeoundrel! 0] ö 3 
grain, 1 


Has inſulted us all by inſulting the Dean, | 


Knock him down ,down, down, knock him dow! WY 


EA The D and 11 merits we > every c one know, ef 

But this Aip of a Lawyer, where the De' el did 9 
grow? BK 
How greater his merit at Four Courts or Shin 
Than the barking of Tower, or leap of a louſe' Ws 
Knock him down, & 


Th 


THE YAHOO'S OVERTHROW. 169 


| That he came fein the Temple, his morals do 

| ſhow ; 

zut where his deep law is, few mortals yet know : Y 

is rhetoric, bombaſt, filly jeſts, are by far 
More like to lampooning, than pleading at bar. 
; 1 Knock him down, &c. 


2 This pedlar, at ſpeaking and making of laws, 
Flas met with returns of all forts but applauſe ; 

= a8, with noiſe and odd geſtures, been prating 
ſeome years, 

| nat honeſter folks never durſt for hair ears. 
6-2 | Knock him nn. &c. 


: 3 of all ſizes and forts, ths fanatical crew. 

Are his Brother Proteſtants, good men and true, 

Red hat, and blue bonnet, and turban's the ſame, 
Phat the De'el is t to him whence the Devil they 

1 came? 


Knock him down, &c. 


3 Hobbes, Tindal, and Woolſton, and Collins, and 
= N ayier, 
end Muggleton, Toland, and Bradley ihe Taylor, | 
| I re Chriſtians alike; and it may be averr'd, 
+ He $ a Chriſtian as 925 as the reſt of the herd. 1 5 
5 Knock him down, Gece 4 


| He only the rights of the clergy debates, 


| Ti rights! their importance! We'll ſet on new 
5 rates 


on 


On their ids at bf ooh. their - priefthcot at 
Teſs: 

What' s next to be voted with 120 you may guek, 
Knock him down, Ce, 


At length his Old Maſter (I nad 1 not him name 
To this damnable Speaker had long ow'd a ſhame; 
When his ſpeech came abroad, he paid him off cle: 


By leaving | him under the pen of the Dean. 
Fnock him down, er 


He Lindled, as if the whole Satire had been 

The oppreſſion of Virtue, not wages of Sin : 

He began, as he bragg'd, with a rant and a roar; WW 

He bragg'd how he bounc' d, and he ſwore how he 5 
fwore. 3 1 


Knock him down, Ke. 
e he etinig'd t to nis Deatſhip in very lon 


itrains, 
To others he boafted of knocking out brains, 
And mag « of notes, = cropping of N 


«4 


| ſhears, , 
| Knock him down, & 


5 On this Worker 4 Deabs whene'er we can hi 
We'll new him the way how to crop and to flit; 
We'll teach him ſome better addreſs to afford 
To the Dean of all Deans, though he wears not ! 
Knock him down, &c. 
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t WE Well colt him through Kevan, St. Patrick's, 
= Donore, 
Y } And Smithſield, as Rap was ne'er colted before 1 
* We'll oil him with kennel, and powder him with 
F 5 grains, 
* mogue right fit for inſulters of Deans. 
Knock him down, &c. 


3 And, when this is over, we'll nd him amends, 
— . the Dean he ſhall go; thig: ſhall kiſs and be 
| ? friends: 

E But how? Why, the Dean mall to him diſcloſe 
| "A face for to Kiſs, without eyes, ears, or noſe. 
0 Knock him down, &c. | 


he 
Ik you ſay 1 is hard on a man that is reckon'd 
That ſerjeant at law whom we call Kite the Second, 
| Jou miſtake; for a ſlave, who will coax his ſuperiors, 
May! be proud to be licking a great man's poſteriors. 
B Knock him down, &c. 


- 


| What care we how high runs his paſſion or pride? = 
Though his ſoul he deſpiſes, he values his hide; 
Ihen fear not his tongue, or his ſword, or his knife; ; 

| He M take his revenge on his innocent wife. 

* Knock him GOWN, down, down, keep him down. 


Nc. 
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oN THE 


ARCHBISHOP OF CASHEL 
AND BETTESWORTH, 


Dran Pick, pr'ythee tell by what paſſion you 
FFF. | 
The world is in doubt, whether hatred or love 
And, while at good Caſhel you rail with ſuch fin 
They ſhrewdly ſuſpect it is all but a bite. 

Jou certainly know, though ſo loudly you vapour 
His ſpite cannot wound, who attempted the Dre 
Pier. . 
Then, pr 'ythee, reflect, take a word of . 
And, as your old wont is, change ſides in a trice; 
On his virtues hold forth; *tis the very beſt way; 
And fay of the man what all honeft men ſay. 
Hut if, ſtill obdurate, your anger remains, 

If ſtill your foul boſom more rancour contains; 
Say then more than they; ; nay, laviſhly flatter, 
Is your groſs panegyrics alone can beſpatter: 
For thine, my dear Dick, give me leave to ſei 
, Plain, 


Like very toul mops, fry more than they clean 


1 


ON POETRY! 
A KH 4 r 5 0 b x. 


ol 
3 Voung' s univerſal paſſion, pride, 

Was never known to ſpread ſo wide. 

its, WF Say, Britain, could you ever boaſt 

uree poets in an age at moſt? 

d Our chilling climate hardly bears 

ra | : A ſprig of bays in hfty years; 

5 1 While every fool his claim alledges, 

; i 4. As if it grew in common hedges. 
What reaſon can there be aflign'd 

For this perverſeneſs in the mind? 

| 2 Brutes find out where their talents lie: 

A bear will not attempt to fly; 

S A founder'd horſe will oft debate, 

| 8 Before he tries a five-barr'd gate; 

A dog by inſtinct turns aſide, 


But man we find the only creature 
cal. . Who, led by folly, combats Nature; 
Who, when ſhe loudly cries, Forbear, 
MH With obſtinacy fixes there; 

And, where his genius leaſt inclines, 
Abſurdly bends his whole deſigns. 

= Not empire to the rifing fun 
hy valour, conduct, fortune won; 


FE human race would fain be wits, 
And millions miſs for one that hits. 


BY Who ſees the ditch too deep and wide. 


10 


20 


Not 
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Not higheſt wiſdom in debates 
For framing laws to govern ſtates ; 
Not ſkill in ſciences profound 
So large to graſp the circle round : 
Such heavenly influence require, 
As how to ſtrike the Muſe's lyre, 
Not beggar's brat on bulk begot ; 
Not baſtard of a pedlar Scot; 
Not boy brought up to cleaning ſhoes, 
The ſpawn of Bridewell or the ftews ; 
Not infants dropt, the ſpurious pledges 
Of gypſies littering under hedges; * 
Are ſo diſqualify d by fate 
To rife in church, or law, or Hate, 
As he, whom Phoebus in his ire 
Has blaſted with poetic fire. 
What hope .of cuſtom in the fair, 
While not a ſoul demands your ware? 
Where you have nothing to produce 
For private life, or public uſe? 
Court, city, country, want you not ; 
You cannot bribe, betray, or plot. 
For poets, law makes no proviſion; 
The wealthy have you in deriſion; 
Of ſtate- affairs you cannot ſmatter 53 
Are awkward when you try to flatter : 
Your portion, taking Britain round, 
Was juſt one annual hundred pound; 
Now not-ſo much as in remainder, 
Since Cibber brought- in an attainder ; 
For ever fix'd by right divine i 
(A monarch's right) on Grub: ſtreet line. 
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Poor ftarveling bard, how ſmall thy gains! 
How unproportion'd to thy pains | or.” 
And here a ſimile comes pat in: 5 
Though chickens take a month to fatten, 


] I The gueſts in leſs than half an hour 
Will more than half a ſcore devour, 


V. ber coting twenty days. 65 


To earn a ſtock of pence and praiſe, 


Thy labours, grown the critic's prey, 
Are ſwallow'd o'er a diſh of tea: 
Gone to be never heard of more, 

| ; Gone where che chickens went before. 91 


How ſhall a new attempter learn 


Of different ſpirits to diſcern, 

5 And how diftinguiſh which 1s which, 

EZ The poet's vein, or ſcribbling itch ? 

ö : Then hear an old experienc'd ſinner, wo 
ES Inftrutting thus a young beginner. 


Conſult yourſelf; and if you find 


A powerful impulſe urge your mind, 


2 impartial judge within your breaſt . 
3 1 What ſubject you can manage beſt; 80 
Whether your genius moſt inclines 

f 5 To ſatire, praiſe, or humorous lines, 

Io elegies in mournful tone, 

Or prologue ſent from hand unknown. 
hen, riſing with Aurora's light, 85 
i 1 The Muſe invok” d, fit down to write; 
BE Blot out, correct, inſert, refine, 

| Y Re diminiſh, interhne ; 


© Be mindful, when invention fails, 


: 0 {cratch your head, and bite your nails. 90 


6 Your 
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Your poem finiſh'd, next your care 


Is needful to tranſaribe it fair. 
In modern wit all printed traſh is 


Set off with numerous breaks and daſhes. 
To ſtateſmen would you give a wipe, 


You print it in Italic type. 
When letters are in vulgar ſhapes, 
Tis ten to one the wit eſcapes : 
But, when in capitals expreſt, 
The dulleſt reader ſmoaks the jeſt: 
Or elſe perhaps he may invent 
A better than the poet meant; 

As learned commentators view 


In Homer more than Homer knew. 


Luour poem in its modiſh dreſs, 
Correctly fitted for the preſs, 
Convey by penny-poſt to Lintot, 
But let no friend alive look into t. 
If Lintot thinks *twill quit the coſt, 
Jou need not fear your labour loſt: 

And how agreeably ſurpriz'd _ 

Are you to ſee it advertis'd ! 

The hawker ſhews you one in print, 


As freſh as farthings from the mint: 
The product of your toil and ſweating; 


A baſtard of your own begetting. 


Be ſure at Will's, the following day, 
Lie ſnug, and hear what critics ſay; 


And, if you find the general vogue 
Pronounces you a ſtupid rogue, 


100 


10 


9 


] [ 1 5 5 


1 
Damns all your thoughts as low and little, 
Sit fill, and ſwailow down your ſpittle. 
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ON POETRY. 1 


Be ſilent as a politician, 
For talking may beget ſuſpicion : 
Or praiſe the judgment of the town, 125 
And help yourſelf to run it down. WE 
q! 3 | Give up your fond paternal pride, 

S Nor argue on the weaker 1ide : 
por, poems read without a name 

; ; | We juſtly praiſe, or juſtly blame; Be 130 

And criticks have no partial views, Ws, 
100 . Except they know whom they abuſe: 

| And fince FOu ne'er provoke their ſpite, 

WT Depend upon 't their judgment's right 
hut if you blab, you are undone: 135 
Conſider what a riſł you run: = 
3 , You loſe your credit all at once ; 

WE The town will mark you for a dunce; 

he vileſt doggrel, Grub-ſtreet ſends, 

Win paſs for your's with foes and friends; 140 
And you muſt bear the whole diſgrace, 
Tin ſome freſh blockhead takes your place. 
Jour ſecret kept, your poem ſunk, 

And ſent in quires to line a trunk, 
I till you be diſpos'd to rhyme, | 145 
Co try your hand a ſecond time. 
f 1 Again you fail: yet Safe's the word; 

1 Take courage, and attempt a third. 

au firſt with care employ your thoughts 
bare criticks mark d your former alen 150 
The trivial turns, the borrow'd wit, 

IThe ſimiles that nothing fit; 

The cant which every fool rota: 


Frown-iefts and coffee-houſe conceits, 
Vor. VIII. N Deſerip- 


10 


Ii 


ul 
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Deſcriptions tedious, flat and dry, 19 


And introduc'd the Lord knows why: 
Or where we find your fury ſet 
Againſt the harmleſs alphabet; 

On A's and B's your malice vent, 

While readers wonder whom you meant; 66 

A public or a private robber, 

A ſtateſman, or a South-ſea jobber ; * 
A prelate, who no God believes; 

A parliament, or den of thieves; 
A pick-purſe at the bar or bench, 10 
A ducheſs, or a ſuburb-wench: 

Or oft', when epithets you link 
In gaping lines to fill a chink; 

Like ſtepping-ſtones, to ſave a ſtride, 

In ſtreets where kennels are too wide; 1 
Or like a heel- piece, to ſupport 

A cripple with one foot too ſhort ; 

Or like a bridge, that joins a mariſh 
To moorlands of a different pariſh. 

So have I ſeen ill- coupled hounds — 
Drag different ways in miry grounds. 
So geographers, in Afric maps, 
With favage pictures fill their gaps, 
And over unhabitable downs 


— 


Place elephants for want of towns. 
But, though you. miſs your third eſſay, WIR 


You need not throw your pen away. 

Lay now afide all thoughts of fame, 
To ſpring more profitable game: 7 

From party-merit ſeek ſupport ; 

: The vileſt verſe thrives beſt at court, 


A pamphlet in Sir Bob's defence 

Will never fail to bring-in pence : 

Nor be concern'd about the ſale, 

He pays his workmen on the nail. 
A prince, the moment he is crown 'd, 

Inherits every virtue round, 

As emblems of the ſovereign power, 

BE Like other baubles in the Tower: 

WE Is generous, valiant, juſt, and wiſe, 

And ſo continues till he dies: 

His humble ſenate this profefles, 

In all their ſpeeches, votes, addreſſes, 

But once you fix him in a tomb, 

His virtues fade, his vices bloom; 

And each perfection, wrong imputed, 

s fully at his death confuted. 

he loads of poems in his 6 

YZ | Aſcending, make one funeral blaze: 

As ſoon as you can hear his knell, 

WE This god on earth turns devil in hell: 

nh E And lo! his miniſters of ſtate; 
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= Where, in the ſcenes of endleſs woe, 
They ply their former arts below; 
bs And as they fail in Charon's boat, 
Contrive to bribe the judge's vote; 
Io Cerberus they give a ſop, 
His triple-barking mouth to ſtop z 
Or, in the ivory gate of dreams 


: Or hire their party-pamphleteers 
We To ſet Elyſium by the ears. 
N 2 


Transform'd to imps, his levee wait; 


Project exciſe and South-ſea ſchemes; * 
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190 


195 


200 


20 


215 
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Then, poet, if you mean to thrive, 
Employ your Mule on kings alive; 22 
With prudence gathering up a cluſter 

f all the virtues you can muſter, 

Which, form'd into a garland ſweet, 

Lay humbly at your monarch's feet; 

Who, as the odours reach his throne, 23; 

Will ſmile, and think them all his own; 

For law and goſpel both determine 
All virtues lodge in royal ermine: 

I mean the oracles of both, 15 
Who ſhall depoſe it upon oath, 7 
Your garland, i in the Followviing 1 reign, 
Change but the names, will do again. 

But, if you think this trade too baſe, 

(Which ſeldom is the dunce's caſe) _ 

Put on the critick's brow, and fit 2%; 
At Will's the puny judge of wit. 

A nod, a ſhrug, a ſcornful ſmile, 

With caution us'd, may ſerve a While. Z 
Proceed no garter in your part, A 
Before you learn the terms of art ; 24) 
For you can never be too far gone 

In all our modern criticks' jargon : 

Then talk with more authentic face 

Of unities, in time and place; 5 

Get r of Horace from your friends, 
And have them at your fingers ends; 

- Learn Ariſtotle's rules by rote, 

And at all hazards boldly quote; 
]udicious Rymer oft” review, 
Wiſe Dennis, and profound Boſſu. 25 


* Rel 
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Read all Ws W of Me; 
For theſe our criticks much conſide in; 
Though merely writ at firſt for ng, 
To raiſe the volume's price a ſhillin 8 
A forward critick often dupes us 255 
With ſham quotations pers hupſors : 
And if we have not read Longinus, 
Will magiſterially outſhine us. 
Then, leſt with Greek he over-run ye, i 
Procure the book for love or money, 260 
Tranſlated from Boileau's tranſlation, 
And quote quotation on quotation. 
At Will's you hear a poem read, 
* Where Battus from the table-head, 
Reclining on his elbow-chair, 5 265 
We Gives judgment with deciſive air; 15 
Jo whom the tribe of circling wits 
Y As to an oracle ſubmits. 
He gives directions to the Town, 
Io cry it up, or run it down; 270 
BY | Like courtiers, when they ſend a note, 
Inſtructing members how to vote. 
He ſets the ſtamp of bad and good, 
Though not a word be underſtood. 
our leſſon learn'd, you'll be ſecure M 
7 | To get the name of connoiſſeur : 5 
1 And, when your merits once are known, 
5 oc diſciples of your own. 
For poets (you can never want them) 
Ppread through Auguſta Trinobantum, 280 
Computing by their pecks of coals, 3 
Amount to juſt nine thouſand fouls: 7 
| „ Thele:  . 
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Theſe o'er their proper diſtricts govern, 
Of wit and humour judges ſovereign. 
In every ſtreet a city-bard 

Rules, like an alderman, his ward; 
His indiſputed rights extend 
Through all the lane, from end to end ; 


132 


The neighbours round admire his ſhrevdnch 
200 


For ſongs of loyalty and lewdneſs; 
Out-done by none in rhyming well, 
Although he never learn'd to ſpell. 


Two bordering wits contend for glory * 


And one 18 Whig, and one is Tory: 
And this, for epics claims the bays, 
And that, for elegiac lays : 


Some fam'd for numbers ſoft and ſmooth, 


By lovers ſpoke in Punch's booth ; 
And ſome as juſtly fame extols 
For lofty lines in Smithfield drolls. 
Bavius in Wapping gains renown, 
And Mzvius reigns o'er Kentiſh-town : 
Tigellius plac'd in Phœbus' car 
From Ludgate ſhines to Temple- bar; ; 
 Harmonious Cibber entertains 
The court with annual birth-day ſtrains ; 


Where Pope will never ſhow his face; 


Where Young muſt torture his invention 


To flatter knaves, or loſe his penſion. 
But theſe are not a thouſandth part 
Of jobbers in the poet's art, 


Attending each his proper ſtation, 
And all in due ſubordination, © 


285 


300 


Whence Gay was baniſh'd in diſgrace; 
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Through every alley to be found, 315 
In garrets high, or under ground; 
And when they join their pericranies, 
Out ſkips a book of miſcellanies. 
Hobbes clearly proves, that every creature 
Lives in a ſtate of war by nature. 320 
Tze greater for the ſmaller watch, ,h, 
But meddle ſeldom with their match. 
= A whale of moderate ſize will draw 
A ſhoal of herrings down his maw ; 
; A fox with geeſe his belly crams; 3 
A wolf deſtroys a thouſand lambs : 
But ſearch among the rhyming race, 
The brave are worry'd by t the baſe, 
If on Parnaſſus' top you ſit, 
You rarely bite, are always bit : . 330 
Each poet of inferior ſize 
On you ſhall rail and criticiſe, L 
And ſtrive to tear you limb from limb; \ 
While others do as much for him. 
The vermin only teaſe and Piet =. 333 
Their foes ſuperior by an inch. 
So, naturaliſts obſerve, a flea. 
Has ſmaller fleas that on him prey 3 
And theſe have ſmaller ſtill to bite em, 
And ſo proceed ad inſinitum. 5 340 5 
WW Thus every poet, in his kind, — 
Is bit by him that comes behind: 
Who, though too little to be ſeen, 
Can teaze, and gall, and give the ſpleen ; 
Call dunces, fools, and ſons of whores, 345 
Lay Grub-ſtreet at each other's doors; .) 
N 4 _ Fad! 
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Extol the Greek and Roman maſters, 
And curſe our modern poetaſters; 
| Complain, as many an ancient dard did, 
How genius is no more rewarded; 

How wrong a taſte prevails . us; 
How much our anceſtors outſung us; 
Can perſonate an awkward ſcorn 

For thoſe who are not poets born ; 

And all their brother-dunces laſh, 

Who crowd the preſs with hourly traſh. 
O Grub-ftreet! how do I bemoan thee, 
Whole graceleſs children ſcorn to own thee! 

Their filial piety forgot, 

z Deny their country, like a Scot ; 8 300 
Though, by their idiom and grimace, 
They ſoon betray their native place: 
Yet thou haſt greater cauſe to be 

Aſham'd of them, than they of thee, 
Diaäegenerate from their ancient brood, 30 
Since firſt the court allow'd them food. 

Remains a difficulty ſtill, 5 

To purchaſe fame by writing ill. 
From Flecknoe down to Howard s time, 

How few have reach'd the low ſublime! 37 

For when our high-born Howard dy'd, 

| Blackmore alone his place ſupply'd : 

And, leſt a chaſm ſhould intervene, 

When death had finiſh'd Blackmore's reign, 

The leaden crown devolv'd to thee, 3 
Great poet of the hollow tree. 

But ah! how unſecure thy throne! 


A thouſand bards thy right diſown ; 


qv 
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W They plot to turn, in factions zeal, 
WW Duncenia to a common-weal z 380 

And with rebellious arms pretend 
An equal privilege to deſcend. _ 
in bulk there are not more degrees 
From elephants to mites in cheeſe, 
: | Than what a curious eye may trace 385 
= In creatures of the rhyming A pes 
From bad to worſe, and worſe they fall; 

W But who can reach the worſt of all? 

: For though, in nature, depth and height 5 
5 Are equally held infinite 390 
0 In poetry, the height we know; 'Y Es 
lis only infinite below. | 

or inſtance; when you raſhly think, 

. No rhymer can like Welſted fink,  _ 
. His merits balanc'd, you ſhall find 3095 
Phe Laureat leaves him far behind. 
Concannen, more aſpiring bard, 

| Z Soars downwards deeper by a yard. 

Wy Smart Jemmy Moor with vigour drops; ; oh 
WT The reſt purſue as thick as hops: | 400 
With heads to points the gulph they enter, 
Link d perpendicular to the centre; 

5 And as their heels elated riſe, 

heir heads attempt the nether ſkies. 

. O, what indignity and ſhame, — 8 

o proſtitute the Muſes name! 

WP) flattering kings, whom Heaven deſign' d 
be plagues and ſcourges of mankind; 

Bred up in ignorance and ſloth, 

Hud every vice that nurſes both, 410 
Fair 


— . 
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Fair Britath, 4 in thy monarch bleſt, 
Whoſe virtues bear the ſtricteſt teſt ; 
Whom never faction could beſpatter, 
Nor miniſter nor poet flatter; 


What juſtice in rewarding merit! 41 
What magnanimity of ſpirit! 6! 
What lineaments divine we trace . 


Through all his figure, mien, and face! 
Though peace with olive bind his hands, = 
 Confeſs'd the conquering hero ſtands. Au 5 
Hydaſpes, Indus, and the Ganges, = 
Dread from his hand impending changes. 
From him the Tartar and Chineſe, 
Short by the knees, intreat for peace. 

The conſort of his throne and bed, 4 
A perfect goddeſs born and bre, 
Appointed ſovereign judge to ſit 
On learning, eloquence, and wit. 

Our eldeſt hope, divine Tulus, 
(Late, very late, O may he rule us ) 43 
What early manhood has he ſhown, 
Before his downy beard was grown! 
Then think, what wonders will be done 
By going on as he begun, 
An heir for Britain to ſecure 
As long as ſun and moon endure. 
Ihe remnant of the royal blood 
Comes pouring on me like a flood. 
Bright goddeſſes, in number five; 
Duke William, ſweeteſt prince alive. 
Now ſing the miniſter of ſtate, 
1 ho ſhines alone without a mate. 


8 
9 
1 
"+ 
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3 Obſerve with what majeſtic Port 

nis Atlas ſtands to prop the court: 

. Intent the public debts to pay, 445 

B Like prudent Fabius, by delay. 

WS Thou great vicegerent of the king, 

1 Thy praiſes every Muſe ſhall bing! 

WE In all affairs thou ſole director, 5 

. Of wit and learning chief protector; 450 

L 7 Though ſmall the time thou haſt to ſpare, ? 

The church is thy peculiar care. 

of pious prelates what a ſtock 

W You chooſe, to rule the ſable flock ! 

Z You raiſe the honour of the peerage, 455 

I | Proud to attend you at the ſteerage. Foe 

Y | You dignify the noble race, 

W Content yourſelf with humbler place. 

Now learning, valour, virtue, ſenſe, . 

=. To titles give the ſole pretence. 460 
8... George beheld thee with delight, a 
Vouchſafe to be an azure knight, 

WW When on thy breaſts and ſides Herculean, 

He fix'd the ſtar and firing cerulean. 

L | Say, poet, in what other nation 405 

Wy Shone ever ſuch a conſtellation ! e 

Attend, ye Popes, and Youngs, and Gays, 

And tune your harps, and ſtrow your bays: Þ 

Tour panegyricks here provide; 

3 You cannot err on flattery's ſide. 470 

Above the ſtars exalt your ſtyle, > 

Tou till are low ten thouſand mile. 

On Lewis all his bards beſtow'd 

Of incenſe many a thouſand load ; _ 
is But 


But Europe mortify'd his pride, 
And fwore the fawning raſcals ly'd. 
Yet what the world refus'd to Lewis, 
Apply'd to George, exactly true is. 
Exactly true! invidious poet! 
*Tis fifty thouſand times below it. 48 
Tranſlate me now ſome lines, if you can, | 
From Virgil, Martial, Ovid, Lucan. 
They could all power in Heaven divide, 
And do no wrong on either fide ; | 
| They teach you how to ſplit a . | a8; 
_ Give George and Jove an equal ſhare. 
Yet why ſhould we be lac'd fo ſtrait ? 
Tu give my monarch butter-weight. 
And reafon good; for many a year 
Jove never intermeddled here: 5 
Nor, though his prieſts be duly paid, 
Did ever we deſire his aid: 
We now can better do without him, 
Since Woolſton gave us arms to rout him. 


—— 
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1 A NEW SIMILE FOR THE LADIES. 
BY DR. SHERIDAN. 1733. 


© To make a writer miſs his end, | 
« You've 1 elſe to do but mend.“ 1 | 


1 OFTEN try'd in vain to find 
A ſimile for woman-kind, 

A ſimile I meant to fit em, 

In every circumſtance to hit em. 

Through every beaſt and bird I went, 

I ranſack d every element; 

And, after peeping through all nature 

BE To find fo whimſical a creature, 

. A cloud preſented to my view, 

And ſtrait this parallel I drew : 

Y | Clouds turn with every wind about, 
They keep us in ſuſpence and doubt, 
Let oft” perverſe, like woman-kind, 

BE Are ſeen to ſcud againſt the wind: 

And are not women juſt the ſame? 

For, who can tell at what they aim? 

BY Clouds keep the ſtouteſt mortals under, 
When bellowing they diſcharge their thunder : 
4 So when the alarum-bell is rung 

Of Xanti's everlaſting tongue, 

The huſband dreads its loudneſs more 
Than lightning's flaſh, or thunder's roar. 

= Clouds weep, as they do, without pain; 
nd what are tears but womens' rain? 


The 
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The clouds about the welkin roam; 
And ladies never ſtay at home. 
The clouds build caſtles in the air, 

"& thing peculiar to the fair; | 

For all the ſchemes of their forecaſting, = 
Are not more ſolid, nor more laſting. 

A cloud is light by turns, and dark, 
Such is a lady with her ſpark ; 

Now with a ſudden pouting rom 

She ſeems to darken all the room; 
Again ſhe's pleas'd, his fears beguil'd, 
And all is clear when ſhe has ſmil'd. 
In this they're wonderouſly alike, 

(I hope the ſimile will ſtrike) 

Though in the darkeſt dumps you view 7 them, 

Stay but a moment, you'll ſee through them, 

I; he clouds are apt to make reflection, 

And frequently produce infection; 

80 Czlia, with ſmall provocation, 

_ Blaſts every neighbour's reputation. 

The clouds delight in gaudy ſhow, 
{For they, like ladies, have their bow) 

The graveſt matron will confeſs, | 

That ſhe herſelf is fond of dreſs. - 
| Obſerve the clouds in pomp array'd, 

What various colours are diſplay' d; 

The pink, the roſe, the violet's dye, 

In that great drawing- room the ſky; IM 
Hoy do theſe differ from our Graces, 
In garden-ſilks, brocades, and laces? 
Are they not ſuch another ſight, 
When met upon a birth-day night? 
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The clouds delight to change their faſhion : 
(Dear ladies, be not in a paſſion!) 


Nor let this whim to you ſeem ſtrange, 


Ws Who every hour delight in change. 
in them and you alike are ſeen 
Ine ſullen ſymptoms of the ſpleen ; 


WE The moment that your vapours riſe, 


WS We ſee them dropping from your eyes. 
In evening fair you may behold _ 
ze clouds are fring d with borrow'd gold ; 


And this is many a lady's caſe, 


E Who flaunts about in borrow” d lace. 
Grave matrons are like clouds of ſnow, 
HM Their words fall thick, and ſoft, and low ; ; 
BZ While briſk coquettes, like rattling hall, 

BY Our ears on every {ide affail. 

= Clouds, when they intercept our f zht, 
bDeprive us of celeſtial light: 

So when my Chloe I purſue, 

No heaven beſides I have in view. 

= Thus, on compariſon, you ſee, 

ln every inſtance they agree; 

8o like, fo very much the ſame, 

= That one may go by tother's name. 


Y Let me proclaim it then aloud, 


HM That every woman is a cloud. 


ANSWER 
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ANSWER. BY DR. SWIFT, 


: PRESUMPTUOUS Bard! bow could you Gar 

A woman with a cloud compare ? 

h Strange pride and inſolence you ſhow 
Inferior mortals there below. 
And is our thunder in your ears 

So frequent or ſo loud as theirs? 

Alas! our thunder ſoon goes out; 

And only makes you more devout. 

Then is not female clatter worſe, 

That drives you not to pray, but curſe? 2 
We hardly thunder thrice a year; 
The bolt diſcharg'd, the ſky grows clear : : 
But every ſublunary dowdy, 

The more ſhe ſcolds, the more ſhe's cloudy. 
Some critick may object, Perhaps, | 
That clouds are blam'd for giving claps ; 

But what, alas! are claps zthereal, 

Compar' d for miſchief to venereal ? 
Can clouds give bubo's, ulcers, blotches, 
Or from your noſes dig out notches? 
We leave the body ſweet and ſound; 
We kill, tis true, but never wound. 
You know a cloudy ſky beſpeaks 
Fair weather when the morning breaks ; 
But women in a cloudy plight 
Foretell a ſtorm to laſt till night. 
A cloud in proper ſeaſons pours 
His r down in fruitful ſhowers ; 
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But woman was by fate deſign” d 
To pour down curſes on mankind. 
When Sirius o'er the welkin rages, 
Ws Our kindly help his fire aſſuages ; 
hut woman is a curſt inflamer, 
E- No pariſh ducking-ſtool can tame her : | | 
10 kindle ſtrife, dame Nature taught her; | 
Lire fire-works, ſhe can burn in water. 


= For fickleneſs how durſt you blame us, | 
2 Who for our conſtancy are famous? | 
BS You'll ſee a cloud in gentle weather | 
: Keep the ſame face an hour together; | | 
- While women, if it could be reckon' d, | 5 9 

Y Change every feature every ſecond. | 
| Obſerve our figure 1 ina morning, 

Of foul or fair we give you warning; 


hut can you gueſs from womens' air 
One minute, whether foul or fair? 

= Go read in ancient books enroll'd 
What honours we poſſeſs d of old. 

= To diſappoint Ixion's rape 

N By dreſt a cloud in Juno' s ſhape ; 

3 Phich when he had enjoy'd, he ſwore, 
No goddeſs could have pleas'd him more; 
KB difference could he find between 
His cloud and Jove's imperial queen : 

Illis cloud produc'd a race of Centaurs, 
Fam d for a thouſand bold adventures; 
Irrom us deſcended ab origine, 

N learned authors call'd nubigene ; 

bout ſay, what earthly nymph do you know, 
80 beautiful to paſs for Juno? # 
Vor, VII. 1 Before 
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Before Fneas durſt aſpire 
To court her majeſty of Tyre, 

His mother begg'd of us to dreſs him, 
That Dido might the more careſs him: 
A coat we gave him, dy'd in grain, 
A flaxen wig, and clouded cane, 
(The wig was powder'd round with fleet, 
Which fell in clouds beneath his feet) 
With which he made a tearing ſhow ; 
And Dido quickly ſmoak'd the beau. 
Among your females make enquiries, 
What nymph on earth ſo fair as Iris? 
With heavenly beauty ſo endow' d! 2 
And yet her father is a cloud. 

We dreſs'd her in a gold brocade, 

HBefitting Tuno's favourite maid. 


*Tis known, that Socrates the wiſe 
Ador'd us clouds as deities ; 


To us he made his daily prayers, 
As Ariſtophanes declares ; 
From Jupiter took all nie en, 
And dy'd defending his opinion. 
By his authority 'tis plain 8 
You worſhip other gods in vain ; 
And from your own experience know 
We govern all things there below. 
' You follow where we pleaſe to guide; 
O'er all your paſſions we preſide, 
Can raiſe them up, or ſink them down, 
As we think fit to ſmile or frown : 
And, juſt as we diſpoſe your brain, 
Are witty, dull, rejoice, complain. 


7 Com 
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Compare us then to female race 


| We, to whom all the gods give place ! 


Who better challenge your allegiance, 
Becauſe we dwell in higher regions! 
You find the gods in Homer, dwell 
In ſeas and ſtreams, or low as hell: 


Ev'n Jove, and Mercury his pimp, 


No higher climb than mount Olymp. 


Who makes you think the clouds he pierces ? 
He pierce the clouds! he kiſs their a— es; 


While we, o'er Teneriffa plac' q, 


Are loftier by a mile at leaſt: 
And, when Apollo ſtruts on Pindus, 


We ſee him from our kitchen- Lindos; i 


Or, to Parnaſſus looking down, 


A Can piſs upon his laurel crown. 


Fate never form'd the gods to fly; 5 


In vehicles they mount the ſky : 

. When Jove would ſome fair nymph inveigle, 
He comes full gallop on his eagle. 

5 Though Venus be as light as air, 

7 She muſt have doves to draw her chair. 

2 Apollo ſtirs not out of door, 

WW Without his lacker” d coach and four. 

And jealous Juno, ever ſnarling, 

Is drawn by peacocks in her berlin. 

But we can fly where'er we pleaſe, 


b S-6 . 9 : en WW 
Oer cities, rivers, hills, and ſeas: 


3 From eaſt to weſt the world we roam, 
And in all climates are at home; 

z With care provide you as we £0 
Wich ſun-ſhine, rain, and hail, or ſnow. 


O2 Lou, 


196 SWIFT'S POEMS. 
You, when it rains, like fools, believe 
]Jove piſſes on you through a ſieve: 
An idle tale, 'tis no fuch matter; 

We only dip a ſpunge in water ; 
Then ſqueeze it cloſe between our thumbs, 
And ſhake it well, and down it comes ; 
As you ſhall to your ſorrow know; 
We'll watch your ſteps where'er you go: 
And, ſince we find you walk a-toot, 
We'll ſoundly ſouce your frize-ſurtout. 
 *T'is but by our peculiar grace, 
That Phoebus ever ſhews his face: 
For, when we pleaſe, we open wide 
Our curtains blue from ſide to fide : 
And then how ſaucily he ſhows 

His brazen face and fiery noſe ; 

And gives himſelf a haughty air, 
As if he made the weather fair 
lis ſung, wherever Cælia treads, 
The violets ope their purple heads; 
The roſes blow, the cowflip ſprings ; | 
Tis ſung ; but we know better things. 
*Tis true, a woman om her mettle 
Will often piſs upon a nettle ; 


But, though we own ſhe makes it wetter, 


The nettle never thrives the better; 
While we, by ſoft prolific ſhowers, 
Can every ſpring produce you flowers. 


Your poets, Chloe's beauty heightening, 


Compare her radiant eyes to lightning ; 
And yet I hope 'twill be allow'd, 


That lightning comes but from a cloud. 
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But gods like us have too much ſenſe 
At poets flights to take offence : 
Nor can hyperboles demean us ; 
Each drab has been compar 'd to Venus. 
We own your verſes are melodious ; 
But ſuch compariſons are odious. 


OR, 


New BaLLAb, written by a Syoe-Boy, on an Ar- 
TORNEY who was formerly a SHOE-Boy. 


« Qui color ater erat, nunc eſt contrarius atro.”? 


ITTH ſinging of ballads, and crying of news, 


With whitening of buckles, and blioking of 


ſhoes, 
ie Hartley * ſet out both ſhoeleſs and ſhirtleſs, 


; Ind moneyleſs too, but not very dirtleſs; 
: [wo pence he had gotten by begging, that's all; 
ne bought him a bruſh, and one a black ball; 
. or clouts at a loſs he could not be much, 
Je cloaths on his back as being but ſuch; 
WF hus vamp'd and accoutred, with clouts, ball, and 


bruſh, 


He gellantiy ventur #1 his fortune to puſh: 
epaſian thus, being beſpatter'd with dirt, 
as omen'd to be Rome's emperor for't. 


* See the next poem. 


O 3 But 


— — — — —— —__ 


198 SWIFT'S POEMS. 


But as a wiſe fiddler is noted, you know, 
To have a good couple of ſtrings to one bow ; 
Do Hartley judicioully thought it too little, 
To live by the ſweat of his hands and his ſpittle: 

He finds out another profeſſion as fit, 

And ſtraight he becomes a retailer of wit, 
One day he cried—* Murders, and 085 and pret 
5 news!“ 

Another as loudly—* Here blacken your ſhoes" 
At Domvile's * full often he fed upon bits, 
For winding of jacks up, and turning of ſpits; 
| Lick'd all the plates round, had many a grubbing 
And now and then got from the cook-maid a drib 

bing: 
Such baſtings effect upon kim could have none: 
The dog will be patient that's ſtruck with a bone 
Sir Thomas, obſerving this Hartley withal 
So expert and fo active at bruſhes and ball, 

Was mov'd with compaſhon, and thought it a pi 

A youth ſhould be loſt, that had been 7 witty: 

Without more ado, he vamps up my ſpark, 

And now we'll ſuppoſe him an eminent clerk ; 

Suppoſe him an acept in all the degrees 

Of ſcribbling cum daſbo, and hooking of fees; 

Suppoſe him a miſer, attorney per bill, 

Suppoſe him a courtier—ſuppoſe what you will 

Let would you believe, though I ſwore by the Bibt 
That he took up two news-boys for crying the libel 


3 


* Sir T. Domvile, patente: of the Hanaper- office. 
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A FRIENDLY APOLOGY 
= OR A CERTAIN JUSTICE OF PEACE, 
N By Way of Defence of HARTLEY Horchixsox, Eſq. 
. „„ 
And aptly uſing bruſh and clout, 


A juſtice of the peace became, | 
. To ine rogues who do the ſame. ” Hup, 


N 1 SING the man of courage try'd, 

YH O'er-run with 1gnorance and pride, 
W Who boldly hunted ont diſgrace 
With canker' d mind and hideous face; 
W The firſt who made (let none deny it), 
The libel-vending rogues be quiet. 
The fact was glorious, we muſt. own, 
For Hartley was before unknown, 


80 vile a ſubject for the Muſe ? 

"Twas once the nobleſt of his wiſhes 
To fill his paunch with ſcraps from diſhes, 
For which he'd parch before the grate, 
Or wind the jack's ſlow-riſing weight, 
(Such toils as beſt his talents fit) 

Or poliſh ſhoes, or turn the ſpit; 

But, unexpectedly grown rich in 
Squire Domvile's family and kitchen, 
He pants to eternize his name, 

And takes the . road to fame; 


I F JAMES BLACK - WELL, Operator for the Feet, 


Contemn'd I mean ;—for who would choole 
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Believes that perſecuting wit 
Will prove the ſureſt way to it; 
So, with a Colonel * at his back, 
The Libel feels his firſt attack ; 
Fe calls it a ſeditious paper, 
Writ by another Patriot Drapier; 


Then raves and blunders nonſenſe thicker 
Than aldermen o'ercharg'd with liquor; 


And all this with deſign, no doubt, 
To hear his praiſes hawk'd about; 
To ſend his name through every firect, 
Which erſt he roam'd with dirty feet; 
Well pleas'd to live to future times, 
Though but in keen ſatiric rhymes. 
80 Ajax, who, for aught we know, 

Was juſtice many years ago, 

And minding then no earthly chings, 
But killing libelers of kings: 

Or, if he wanted work to do, 

To run a bawling news- boy through; 
Yet he, when wrappd up in a x cloud, 
Entreated Father Jove aloud, 

Only in light to ſhew his . 
Though it might tend to . 
And fo th' Epheſian villain fir'd 
The temple which the world admir'd, 
Contemning death, deſpiſing ſhame, 
To gain an ever-odious name. 


„ Colonel Ker, a mere Scotchman, lieutenant-colone! to lord 
Harrington's regiment of dragoons, who made a news-boy evi 


_ dence againſt the printer. 


DR, 
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DR. SHERIDAN'S BALLAD 


ON BALLYSPELLIN. 1728. 


AL * you that would refine your blood, 
As pure as fam'd Llewellyn, 


By waters clear, come every year, 
| To drink at Ballyſpellin. 


Though pox or itch your ſkins enrich 
With rubies paſt the telling, 

"Twill clear your ſkin before you've been 
A month at Ballyſpellin. 


I lady's cheek be green as leek 
When ſhe comes from her dwelling, 
W The kindling roſe within it glows 
When ſhe's at —— N 
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Ine ſooty brown, who comes from town, 
Grows here as fair as Helen; 

Ernen back ſhe goes, to kill the beaux 

By dint of Ballyſpellin. 


WOur ladies are as treſh and fair 

As Roſe, or bright Dunkelling : 

nd Mars might make a fair miſtake, 
Were he at Ballyſpellin. 


We” 


FE 


We men ſubmit as they think fit, 
And here is no rebelling: 

The reaſon's plain; the ladies reign, 
They're * at Ballyipelito 


By matchleſs charms, unconquer 'd arms, 
They have the way of quelling 

Such deſperate foes as dare oppoſe 

Their power at Ballyſpellin. 


Cold water turns to fire, and burns, 
I know, becauſe I fell in, 
A ſtream which came from one bright dame 


Who drank at Ballyſpellin. 


Fine beaux advance, equipt for dance, 
To bring their Anne or Nell in, 
With ſo much grace, I'm ſure no place 
Can vie with Ballyſpellin. 


No politicks, no ſubtle tricks, 
No man his country ſelling: _ 
We eat, we drink ; we never think 


Of theſe at Ballyſpellin. 


| The ede mind, the puft with wind, : 

Do all come here pell-mell i nA R 

And they are ſure to work ele cure * 
By drinking Ballyſpellin. 


Though dropſy fills you to the gills, 
From chin to toe though {welling, 
Pour in, pour out, you cannot doubt 


A cure at Ballyſpellin. 


Death throws no darts through all theſe parts, 
No ſextons here are knelling: 

F Come, judge and try, you'll never die, 

W But live at Ballyſpellin. 


Except you feel darts tipt with ſteel, 
Which here are every belle in: 

F When from their eyes {weet ruin flies, 
= Vc die at Ballyſpellin. 


WW Good cheer, ſweet air, much joy, no care, 
. Your ſight, your taſte, your ſmelling, 
Your ears, your touch, tranſported much 


Each day at Ballyſpellin. 


3 | Within this ground we all fleep ſound, 
No noiſy dogs a-yelling ; 

3 Except you ke. for Czlia's ſake, 

Z E All night at Ballyſpellin. . 

W There all you ſee, both he and ſhe, 
Noc lady keeps her cell in; 

E But all partake the mirth we wake, 
= Who drink at Ballyſpellin. 


| | Soy are gone; I think I've none, 
= Unleſs I ſhould bring hell in; 
But, ſince I'm here to heaven 25 near, 


I can't at Ballyſpellin! 


ON BALLYSPELLIN. aog 
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Den E you diſpute, you ſaucy brute, 
And think there's no refelling 

> Your ſcurvy lays, and ſenſeleſs praiſe 
You ve to hn & mad ? 


Howe” er you flounce, I here pronounce, 
- Your medicine is repelling ; 

Tour water's mud, and ſours the blood 
When drunk at Ballyſpellin, . 


Thoſe pocky deal to cure their ſcabs, 
You thither are compelling, _ 
0 ill back be ſent worſe than they went, 

From naſty 3 


Llewellyn why? As well may I 

Name honeſt doctor Pellin ; 

So hard ſometimes you tug for rhymes, 
To bring in Ballyſpellin. 


No ſubject fit to try your TY 
When you went colonelling; 
But dull intrigues twixt jades and teagues, 


You met at Ballyſpellin. 
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Our laſſes fair, ſay what you dare, 
Who ſowins make with ſhelling, 

At Market-hill more beaux can kill, 

W Than yours at Ballyſpellin. 

3 Would I was whipt, when Sheelah ſtript, 
Io waſh herſelf our well in; "i 

A bum ſo white ne'er came in ſight, 

At paultry Ballyſpellin. 


Of Holland not an ell in, 
No, not a rag, whate'er you brag, 
Is found at Ballyſpellin. 


But Tom will prate at any rate, 
All other nymphs expelling ; 
A | Becauſe he gets a few griſettes 
At louſy Ballyſpellin. 


W There's bonny Jane, in yonder lane, 
= Juſt cer againſt the Bell-inn ; 

W Where can you meet a laſs ſo ſweet, 
3 Round all Four. Ballyipellin ? 


We have a girl deſerves an earl; 
= She c came from Enniſkellin : . 
The belles of Ballyſpellin. 


1 How would you ſtare, to ſee her there, 
= The foggy miſts diſpelling, 
That cloud the brows of every blowſe 


Who lives at Ballyſpellin ! 
Our 
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Your mawkins there ſmocks hempen wear; 
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Now, as I live, I would not give 

A ſtiver or a ſkellin, 

To towle and kifs the faireſt miſs 
That leaks at Ballyſpellin. ; 


Whoe' er will raiſe ſuch lies as theſe 
Deſerves a good cud-gelling: 
Who falſely boaſts of belles and toaſts, 

At dirty Ballyſpellin. 


My rhymes are gone to all but one, 
Which is, our trees are felling ; 
As proper quite as thoſe you write, 
To force in Ballyſpellin. 


HORACE, PART OF BOOK I. SAT. n 
PARAPHRASED. 


| I noiſy Tom * ſhould in the ſenate prate, 
“That he would anſwer both for church aul 
6. ſtate ; "on | 1 
40 And, 8 to e his affeicn, Z 
„Would take the kingdom into his protection Z 
All mortals muſt be curious to inquire, 
Who could this coxcomb be, and who his ſire? 
„What! thou, the ſpawn of him f who ſhami 
& our iſle, 
Traitor, aſſaſſin, and informer vile ! 
Sir Thema Pendergatt 


+ The father of Sir Thomas p. -, ki engaged in ap 


murder king William III.; but, to avoid being hanged, tumel 
former againſt his Adeinter, for which he was rewarded it 


.. good eſtaje, and made a baronet, 
RE « Thouf 
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Ws Though by the female de * you proudly bring, 
WE To mend your breed, the murderer of a king: 
Z © What was thy grandſire Þ, but a mountaineer, 
WW. Who held a cabbin for ten groats a year; $1. 
Whoſe maſter Moore 4 oreſerv'd him from the 
5 *: Halter"! 

| R 6 For ſealing cows ; nor could he read the Pſalter! 
WS Durſt thou, ungrateful, from the ſenate chace 
. Thy founder's grandſon 9, and uſurp his place? 
W Juſt heaven! to ſee the dunghill baſtard brood 
W- Survive in thee, and make the proverb good || ? 

| Z „ Then vote a worthy citizen ** to jail, 

In ſpite of juſtice, and refuſe his bail !” 


1 
** 


hog EIS 
$ WY 


go a PR INTER'S being ſent to NEW GATE, 


EET we al were in our graves, 
Than live in ſlavery to ſlaves ; » 
' Worſe than the anarchy at ſea, 


Where ſhes on each other prey; 


* Cadogan's family, 
A poor thieving cottager under Mr. Moore, -enteinand af 
3 $ Clonmel] aſſizes to he hanged for ſtealing cows. _ 
W 7 The grandfather of Guy Moore, Eſq; who procured him a 
I E pardon, 
WB 5 Guy Moore was fairly elected member of parliament for Clon- 
I mell; but Sir Thomas, depending upon his intereit with a certain 
3 party then prevailing, and ſince known by the title of Parſon- 
hunters, petitioned he houſe againſt him; out of which he was 
I turned upon pretence of bribery, which the paying of his lawful 
i Lebts was then voted to be. 
“ Save a thief from the gallows, and he will cut your throat.“ 
= Mr, George Faulkner. See the verſes in the following page. 


Where 
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Where every trout can make as high rants 


O'er his inferiors, as our tyrants ; 
And ſwagger while the coaſt is clear: 
But, ſhould a lordly pike appear, 
Away you ee the varlet ſcud, 
Or hide his coward ſnout in mus. | 
Thus, if a gudgeon meet a roach, 
Fe dare not venture to approach 
| Yet ſtill has impudence to riſe, 
And, like Domitian, leap at flies. 


THE DAY OF JUDGEMENT 


V 7 1TH a rl of thought oppreſs' d, 


I ſunk from reverie to reſt. 
A hood viſion ſeiz d my head, 
I faw the graves give up their dead! 


Jove, arm'd with terrors, burſts the ſkies, 


And thunder roars, and lightning flies ! 


Amaz'd, confus'd, its fate unknown, 


| 


The world ſtands trembling at his throne! 


While each pale ſinner hung his head, 


Jove, nodding, : ſhook the heavens, and ſaid: 


« Offending race of human-kind, 
« By nature, reaſon, learning, blind ; 


Tou who, through frailty, ſtepp'd aſide; 5 
« And you who never fell from pride ; 
« You who in different ſects were ſhamm'd, 
And come to ſee each other damn'd: 
« (So ſome folk told you, but they knew 


— 


No more of Jove s deſigns than OY 


66 ml 


« The world's mad buſineſs now is o'er, 
And reſent theſe pranks no more. 
3 „ II to ſuch blockheads ſet my wit! 
Kt I damn ſuch fools !—Go, go, you re bit.” 


VERSES SENT TO THE DEAN 
ON HIS BIRTH- DAY, 


BY DR. J. SICAN, 


Horace ſpeaking] 


7OU'VE read, Sir, in poetic ſtrain, 

How Varus and the Mantuan ſwain 

| Have on my birth-day been invited, 

| (But I was forc'd in verſe to write it 

er a plain repaſt to dine, 

And taſte my old Campanian wine; 

But I, who all punctilios hate, 

beg long familiar with the _ 

_ Nor glory in my reputation, 

Am come without an invitation; 

And, though I'm us'd to right Falernian, 

ru deign for once to taſte Iernian; 

But fearing that you might diſpute 

12 1 put on my common ſuit) 

My breeding and my politeſſe, 

J viſit in my birth-day dreſs; 

RR coat of pureſt Turkey BY 

With gold embroidery richly ſpread; 
Vol. VIII. P 
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To which I've ſure as good pretenſions, 
As Iriſh lords who ſtarve on penſions. 
What though proud miniſters of ſtate 
Did at your anti-chamber wait; 
What though your Oxford's and: your St. John) 
Have at your levee paid attendance ; 
And Peterborough and great Ormond, 
With many chiefs who now are dormant, 
Have laid aſide the general” s ſtaff, 
And public cares, with you to laugh ; 
Yet I tome friends as good can name, 
Nor leſs the darling ſons of fame; 
For ſure my Pollio and Mæcenas 
Were as good ſtateſmen, Mr. Dean, as 
Either your Bolingbroke or Harley, 
Though they made Lewis beg a parley ; 
And as for Mordaunt, your lov'd hero, 
I'll match him with my Druſus Nero. 
You'll boaſt, perhaps, your favourite Pope; 
But Virgil is as good, I hope, 
T own indeed I can't get any 
To equal Helſham and Delany ; 
Since Athens brought forth Socrates, 
A Grecian ifle Hippocrates | 
Since Tully liv'd before my time, 
And Galen bleſs'd another clime. 
| You'll plead perhaps, at my requeſt, 
To be admitted as a gueſt, 
„ Your hearing's bad!“ —But why ſuch fears 
I ſpeak to eyes, and not to ears; 
And for that reaſon wiſely took 
The form you ſee me in, a book. = 
LE. Attack 


ON PSYCHE. 211 


Attack d by ſlow-devouring moths, 
By rage of barbarous Huns and Goths; 
By Bentley's notes, my deadlieſt foes, 
W By Creech's rhymes, and Dunſter's proſe ; 
J I found my boaſted wit and fire 
. In their rude hands almoſt expire: 5 
W Yet ſtill they but in vain aſſail'd; 
por, had their violence prevail'd, 

And in a blaſt deſtroy d my Ame, 
W They would have partly miſs'd their aim ; 
3 | Since all my ſpirit in thy page 
BW Defics the Vandals of this age. 

= Tis. yours to ſave theſe {mall remains 
= From future pedant' s muddy brains, 
And fix my long-uncertain fate, 
H You beſt know how—which way? — TRANS 
ax. 


ON FPS NO HE 
A two afternoon for our Pſyche i inquire, 
; Her tea-kettle's on, and her ſmock at the fire: . 
33 fo active; ſo buſy, ſo idle; 

Which has ſhe moſt need of, a ſpur or a bridle? 

4 * agreyhound out-runs the whole pack in a race, 
23 ct would rather be hang'd than he'd leave a warm 
= place. 


1 le gives you ſuch plenty, it puts you in pain; 4 


ever with prudence takes care of the main. 


Mrs. Sican, a very ingenious nad mower; ro > the author of 
preceding poem. 
P 2 To 


From bailiff's claws thou ſcarce could ſt keep tl 
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To pleaſe you, ſhe knows how to chuſe a nice hit 
For her taſte is almoſt as refin'd as her wit. 
To oblige a good friend, ſhe will trace every market, 
It would do your heart good, to ſee how ſhe vil 
ns © = e 
Vet beware of her arts; for, it plainly appears, 
She ſaves half her victuals, by feeding your ears, 


THE DEAN AND DUKE. 174 


AMES BRYDGES and the Dean had long 
been friends; ; 
James is beduk'd ; of courſe their friendſhip ends 
But ſure the Dean deſerves a ſharp rebuke, 
For knowing James, to boaſt he knows the Duke, 
Yet, ſince juſt Heaven the Duke's ambition mock 
Since all he got by fraud is loſt by ſtocks, 
His wings are clipp'd: he tries no more in vain 
With bands of fiddlers to extend his train. 
Since he no more can build, and plant, and revel, 
The Duke and Dean ſeem near upon a level. 
Oh! wert thou not a Duke, my good Duke Humphr 


hum tee. 
A Duke to know a Doan: go, ſmooth thy crown: 
Thy brother (far thy betters) wore a gown. _ 
Well, but a Duke thou art; ſo pleas'd the King: 

Oh! would his Majeſty but add a firing ! 
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ON 


| | DR. RUNDLE, BISHOP OF DERRY. 


Mr Rundle biſhop! fie for ſhame! 
An Arian to uſurp the name! 

A biſhop in the iſle of Saints! _ 

b | How will his brethren make complaints ! 

W Dare any of the mitred hoſt 

E Confer on him the Holy Ghoſt: 

ln mother- church to breed a variance, 

By coupling Orthodox with Arians ? = 

= Yet, were he Heathen, Turk, or Jew, 

3 What is there in it ſtrange or new ? 

For, let us hear the weak pretence, 

His brethren find to take offence ; 

Of whom there are but four at moſt, 

Who know there is a Holy Ghoſt : 

The reſt, who boaſt they have conferr'd it, 

Like Paul's Epheſians, never heard it; 

And, when they gave it, well 'tis known, 

# They gave what never was their own. 

E Rundle a biſhop ! well he may; 

He's ſtill a Chriſtian more than they. 

3 We know the ſubject of their quarrels ; 

I The man has learning, ſenſe, and morals. 

W There is a reaſon ſtill more weighty ; 

lis granted he believes a Deity. 

Has every circumſtance to pleaſe us, 

W Though fools may doubt his faith in Jeſus. _ 

"6 But 
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But why ſhould he with that be loaded, 
Now twenty years from court exploded, 
And is not this objection odd 

From rogues who ne'er believed a God! ? 

For liberty a champion ſtout, 

Though not ſo goſpel-ward devout, 

While others, hither ſent to fave us, 
Come but to plunder and enſlave us; 

Nor ever own'd a power divine, 3 

But Mammon, and the German line. I 
Say, how did Rundle undermine em: 3 

Who ſhew'd a better jus dromum? 
From ancient canons would not vary, 

But thrice refus'd epi/copari: 

Our biſhop's predeceſſor, Magus, 

Would offer all the ſands of Tagus; 

Or ſell his children, houſe, and lands, 
For that one gift, to lay-on hands: 
But all his gold could not avail 
To have the ſpirit ſet to ſale. 

Said ſurly Peter, © Magus, pr'ythee, 
“ Be gone: thy money periſh with thee.” 
Were Peter now alive, perhaps, 
He might have found a ſcore of chaps: 
Could he but make his gift appear 
In rents three thouſand pounds a year. 

Some fancy this promotion odd, 

As not the handy-work of God; 
Though e'en the biſhops diſappointed 

Muſt own it made by God's anointed, 
And, well we know, the conge regal 
Is more ſecure as well as legal; 


IJ 
_ 
3 * 
1 


Becault 
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Becauſe our lawyers all agree, 
That biſhopricks are held in fee. 
Dear Baldwin chaſte, and witty Croſſe, 
How ſorely I lament your loſs ! 
That ſuch a pair of wealthy ninnies 
= Should flip your time of dropping guineas ; 
Por, had you made the king your debtor, 
Your title had been ſo much better. 


_.. 
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*RIEND Rundle fell, with a bump, 
= * Upan his reverential rump. 
Poor rump ! thou hadſt been better ſped, 

Hadſt thou been join'd to Boulter's head: 

A head, ſo weighty and profound, 

Would needs have kept thee from the ground, 


_ 
3 


1 CHARACTER, PAN EGV RIC, and DESC RIP- 
FE TION of the LEGION-CLUB. I 7 30, 


Is I ſtroll the city, oft * 

See a building large and lofty, 

Not a bow-ſhot from the college; 

| Half the globe from ſenſe and knowledge : 

2 Buy the prudent architect, © 
I | Plac'd againſt the church direct, 

b | good my grand-dame's jeſt, 

: Near the church! - you know the reſt. 
L P 4 Tell 
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Tell us, what the pile contains ? 
Many a head that holds no brains. 
Theſe demoniacks let me dub 
With the name of Legion-club. 
Such aſſemblies, you might ſeven 
Meet when butchers bait a bear ; 
Such a noiſe, and ſuch haranguing, 

When a brother thief 1s hanging : 
Such a rout and ſuch a rabble 
Run to hear Jack-pudden gabble: 
Such a crowd their ordure throws 
On a far leſs villain's noſe. 

Could I from the building's top 
Hear the rattling thunder drop, 
While the devil upon the roof 

(If the devil be thunder- proof ) 
Should with poker hery red 
Crack the ſtones, and melt the lead; 
Drive them down on every ſcull, 
When the den of thieves is full; 
Quite deftroy the harpies' neſt; 
How might then our iſle be bleſt ! 
For Divines allow, that God 
Sometimes makes the devil his rod ; 
And the Goſpel will inform us, 
He can puniſh fins enormous. 
Yet ſhould Swift endow the ſchools, 
For his lunatics and fools, 
With a rood or two of land ; 
I allow the pile may ſtand. _ 
You perhaps will aſk me, Why ſo ? 
But it is with this proviſo: : 


« W _ EE Ly 2 

4 ECT Ao Cas . Dee 
N e e 
FS * TO 


R 
2 1 ee A 
v 300 oy 8 4 


10 


2 
„ 


20 


0 


0 
R 
. 
= 
1 
4 
_ 1 
= 
. F o 
x 
14 
WE: 
3 
1 
+. 
1 
_ 
* 1 
1 
1 
_ 
it 
BY 
1 5 
7 
3 . 
Is 26 
= wo 
*, 


by 


I dd on oe 
2222 He Neg RET. "OTC LITE” 


8 


1 
= N 


THE L EGION- CLUB. 


Since the houſe is like to laſt, 
Let the royal grant be paſs'd, 
That the club have right to dwell 
Each within his proper cell, 


With a paſſage left to creep in, 


And a hole above for peeping. 

Let them, when they once get in, 
Sell the nation for a pin; 
While they fit a-picking ſtraws, 


Let them rave at making laws; 


While they never hold their tongue, 
Let them dabble in their dung: 

Let them form a grand committee, 
How to plague and ſtarve the city; 


Let them ſtare, and ſtorm, and frown, 


When they ſee a clergy-gown; 

Let them, ere they crack a louſe, 

Call for th' orders of the houſe; 

Let them, with their goſling N 
Scribble ſenſeleſs heads of bills; 

We may, while they ſtrain their throats, 


Wipe our a—s with their votes. 


Let Sir Tom, that rampant aſs, 
Stuff his guts with flax and graſs ; 
But, before the prieſt he fleeces, 
Tear the Bible all to pieces 
At the parſons, Tom, halloo, boy, 
Worthy offspring of a ſhoe-boy, 


Footman, traitor, vile ſeducer, 


& Pcrjur'd rebel, brib'd accuſer, 
I Lay thy paultry privilege aſide, 
bung from papiſts, and a regicide 
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Fall a-working like a mole, 
Raiſe the dirt about your hole. 
Come, aſſiſt me, Muſe obedient ! 
Let us try ſome new expedient z 
Shift the ſcene for half an hour, 
Time and place are in thy power. 
Thither, gentle Muſe, conduct me; 
I ſhall aſk, and you inſtruct me. 
See, the Muſe unbars the gate; 
Hark, the monkeys, how they prate ! 
All ye gods who rule the ſoul! 
Styx, through hell whoſe waters roll! FE 
Let me be allow'd to tell 
What I heard in yonder hell. 
Near the door an entrance gapes, 
Crowded round with antic ſhapes, 
Poverty, and Grief, and Care, 
Cauſeleſs Joy, and true Deſpair; _ 
Diſcord periwigg'd with ſnakes, 
See the dreadful ſtrides ſhe takes ! ! 
By this odious crew beet, 
1 began to rage and fret, 
And refolv'd to break their pates, 
Ere we enter'd at the gates; 
Had not Clio in the nick 
 Whiſper'd me, Lay down your Ack.” 
What, ſaid I, is this the mad-houlſe ? 
Theſe, {he 3 d, are but ſhadows, 
Phantoms bodileſs and vain, 
Empty viſions of the brain. 
In the porch Briareus ſtands, 
"Shews a bribe in all his hands: 


Briareus the ſecretary, 
But we mortals call him Carey, 


They may hope for pence a-piece, 
Clio, who had been ſo wiſe 
To put-on a fool's diſguiſe, 
Jo beſpeak ſome approbation, 
And be thought a near relation, 
When ſhe ſaw three hundred brutes 
All involv'd in wild diſputes, 
Roaring till their lungs were ſpent, 
 PLIVILEGE OF PARLIAMENT, 
Now a new misfortune feels, 
Y Dreading to be laid by th' heels. 
Never durſt a Muſe before 
Enter that infernal door; 
Clio, ſtifled with the ſmell, 
Into ſpleen and vapours fell, 
. By the Sygian ſteams that flew 
From the dire infectious crew. 
Not the ſtench of Lake Avernus 
Could have more offended her noſe; 
Had ſhe flown but o'er the top, 
She had felt her pinions drop, 
And by exhalations dire, 
Though a goddeſs, muſt expire. 
In a fright ſhe crept away; 
Bravely I reſoly'd to ſtay. 
= When I ſaw the keeper frown, 
4 Tipping him with half a crown, 
Now, ſaid I, we are alone, 
| Name your heroes one oy one. 


80 


N 8 , * TT ENT 
23 — tations a En A G 
* G FFF Ü SORE VENT Co AE EI x 
N A "IE. A Fr — WWE W 
* R * 7 hs Sek, Wy ws 7üͤĩ7t[d AT RBI SE ChE we EP EI ORE 
Sik A z TT. (ß ĩ Ot et 
FVV 2 W SA - 
8 . A Een, 7 


90 


10⁰ 


* 


riarel * 


THE LEGION-CLUP. 


When the rogues their country fleece, 
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5 Who 


20 SWIFT'S POEMS. 
Who is that hell-featur'd brawler ? 
Is it Satan ? No; 'tis Waller. 
In what figure can a bard dreſs 
Jack the grandſon of Sir Hardreſs ? 
Honeſt keeper, drive him further, 
In his looks are hell and murder ; 
See the ſcowling viſage drop, 
Juſt as when he murder'd T—p. 
Keeper, ſhew me where to fix 
On the puppy pair of Dicks: 
By their lantern jaws and WY as 
You might ſwear they both are brethren : 
Dick Fitz-Baker, Dick the player, 
Old acquaintance, are you there ? 
Dear companions, hug and kiſs, 
Toaſt Old Glorious in your piſs; 
Tie them, keeper, in a tether, 
Let them ſtarve and ſtink together; 5 
Both are apt to be unruly, 
Laſh them daily, laſh them duly; Y 
Though 'tis hopeleſs to reclaim hem: 
Scorpion rods perhaps may tame them. 
Keeper, yon old dotard ſmoke, 
Sweetly ſnoring in his cloak: _ 
Who is he? "Tis humdrum Wynne, 
Half encompaſs'd by his kin: 
There obſerve the tribe of Bingham, 
For he never fails to bring em; 
While he fleeps the whole debate, 
They ſubmiſhve round him wait; 
Vet would gladly ſee the hunks, 
In his grave; and ſearch his trunks, 
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See, they gently twitch his coat, 
juſt to yawn and give his vote, 170 
Always firm in his vocation, 
For the court, againſt the nation. 
Thoſe are A—s Jack and Bob, 
Firſt in every wicked job, 
Son and brother to a queer 5 
W Brainſick brute, they call a peer. . 
We muſt give them better quarter, 
For their anceſtor trod mortar, 
= And at Hoath, to boaſt his fame, 
b On a chimney cut his name. 180 
here ſit Clements, D—ks, and Harriſon : 3 
How they ſwagger from their garriſon ! 
Such a triplet could you tel! 
Where to find on this ſide hell? 

Harriſon, and D—ks, and Clements, 185 
E Keeper, fon they have their payments, 
© Every miſchief $ in their hearts; 
If they fail, 'tis want of parts. 
= Bleſs us, Morgan! art thou there, man! 
© Bleſs mine eyes! art thou the chairman! 190 
Chairman to your damn'd committee! 85 
= Yet I look on thee with pity. 
E Dreadful fight ! what! learned Morgan 
Metamorphos'd to a Gorgon? 7 
I For thy horrid looks, I own, | 195 
Half convert me to a ſtone. 
HFHaſt thou been ſo long at ſchool, 
Nom to turn a factious tool ? 
Alma Mater was thy mother, 
Every young divine thy brother, 200 
2 Thou, 
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Thou, a diſobedient varlet, 
Treat thy mother like a harlot ! - 

Thou ungrateful to thy teachers, 
Who are all grown reverend preachers ! 
Morgan, would it not ſurprize one! 20; 
Turn thy nouriſhment to poiſon ! 
When you walk among your books, 

They reproach you with their looks ; 
Bind them faſt, or from their ſhelves 
They will come and right themſelves ; ; = if 

Homer, Plutarch, Virgil, Flaccus, | 
All in arms prepare to back us: 

Soon repent, or put to ſlaughter 

Every Greek and Roman author. 

Will you, in your faQtion's phraſe, 21; 

Send the clergy all to graze; . 
And, to make your project paſs, 

Leave them not a blade of graſs !? 
How I want thee, humorous Hogarth! 
Thou, I hear, a pleaſant rogue 8 
Were but you and I acquainted, 

Every monſter ſhould be painted : 

You ſhould try your graving-tools 
On this odious groupe of fools; 

Draw the beaſts as I deſcribe them 24 
From their features, while I gibe them; 
Draw them like ; for I aſſure you, 

You will need no car” catura ; 
Draw them ſo, that we may trace 
All the ſoul in every face. +. 

____ Keeper, I muſt now retire, 

You have done what I deſire: 


But 
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But 1 feel my ſpirits ſpent 

With the noiſe, the ſight, the ſcent. 
Pray be patient; you ſhall find 235 
« Half the beſt are ſtill behind: . 
= © You have hardly ſeen a ſcore ; 
1 J can ſhew two hundred more.” 
Keeper, I have ſeen enough. 
Taking then a pinch of ſnuff, 240 
11 concluded, looking round them, | 
May their god, the devil, confound them ! 1 


1 
E 
5 


05 


210 


AN APOLOGY, &c. 


LADy, will a as well as "YR 

> Whoſe conſcience always was her care, 
| Thoughtful upon a point of moment, 
Would have the text as well as comment : 
| So hearing of a grave Divine, 
| She ſent to bid him come and dine. 
But, you muſt know, he was not quite 
So grave as to be unpolite; 
Thought human learning would not leſſen 
| The dignity of his profeſſion: 
And, if you'd heard the man diſcourſe, 
© Or preach, you'd like him ſcarce the worſe. 
He long had bid the court farewell, 
33 ſilent to his cell; 
Suſpected for the love he have 
To one who ſway” d ſome time before; 
| Which made it more ſurpriſing how 
He ſhould be ſent for thither now. 
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224 SWIFT'S POEMS. 
The meſſage told, he gapes, and ſtares 
And ſcarce believes his eyes or cars : 
Could not conceive what it ſhould mean, 
And fain would hear it told again. 

But then the ſquire ſo trim and nice, 
Twere rude to make him tell it twice; 
So bow'd, was thankful for the honour; 
And would not fail to wait upon her. 
His beaver bruſh'd, his ſhoes, and gown, 
Away he trudges into town; ; 
Paſſes the lower caſtle-yard, 
And now advancing to the guard, 
He trembles at the thoughts of ſtate; 
For, conſcious of his ſheepiſh gait, 
His ſpirits of a ſudden fail'd him; 
He ſtopt, and could not tell wha ail'd him. 
What was the meſſage I receiv'd ? 
Why certainly the Captain ravd! 
To dine with her! and come at three ! 
Impoſſible ! it can't be me. 
Or may be I miſtook the word; 
My Lady—it muſt be my Lord. 
My Lord's abroad; my Lady too: 
What muſt th' unhappy Doctor do? _ 
« Is Captain Cracherode here, pray?“ —* No. 
« Nay, then 'tis time for me to go.” 
Am I awake, or do I dream? 
I'm ſure he call'd me by my name; 
Nam'd me as plain as he could ſpeak ; 
And yet there muſt be ſome miſtake. 
Why, what a jeſt ſhould I have been, 
Had now my Lady been within! 
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Through all the rooms, 


AN APOLOGY, &c. 
What could I've ſaid? Im mighty glad 


225 


She went abroad —ſhe'd thought me mad, 


The hour of amung now is paſt : 
Well then, I'll e'en go home and faſt; 
And, fince I ſcap'd being made a ſooff, 


Ithink I'm very fairly oft. 


My Lady now returning home, 


Calls, © Cracherode, is the Doctor come!“ 


He had not heard of him — “ Pray ſee, 

« *Tis now a quarter after three.“ 

The Captain walks about, and ſearches 

and courts, and arches; 
Examines all the ſer Ane round, 

In vain — no Doctor's to be found. 


My Lady could not chuſe but wonder: | 


Captain, I fear you' ve made ſome blunder : 3 
But pray, to-morrow go at ten, 

PI try his manners once again 

If rudeneſs be th' effect of knowledge, 
My fon ſhall never ſee a college.“ 

The Captain was a man of reading, 

And much good ſenſe, as well as breeding; 
Who, loath to blame, or to incenſe, 

Said little in his own defence. 

Next day another meſſage brought: 

The Doctor, frighten'd at his fault, 

Is dreſs'd, and ſtealing through the crowd, 
Now pale as death, then bluſh'd and bow'd, 


2 Lanting== and faultering—humm'd and ha'd, 


* Her Ladyſhip was gone abroad; 


A The Captain too — he did not nan 


Whether he ought to ſtay or go; 2 
Vol. VIII. Q 


Begg d 
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 Begg'd ſhe'd forgive him. In concluſion, 
My Lady, pitying his confuſion, 

Call'd her good-nature to relieve him; 

Told him, ſhe thought ſhe might believe him; 

And would not only grant his ſuit, 

But viſit him, and eat ſome fruit ; 

Provided, at a proper time | 
He told the real truth in rhyme: = =# 
Twas to no purpoſe to oppoſe, . 
She'd hear of no excuſe in proſe. 

The Doctor ſtood not to debate, = 
Glad to compound at any rate; 1 
So, bowing, ſeemingly comply'd; 1 

Though, if he durſt, he had deny'd. + ; 
But firſt, reſolv'd to ſhew his taſte, * 
Was too refin'd to give a feaſt: _ Ss © 
He'd treat with nothing that was rarc, = p 

But winding walks and purer air; WE « 
Would entertain without expence, . 
Or pride, or vain magniſicence: 3 
For well he knew, to ſuch a gueſt 3 
The plaineſt meals muſt be the beſt. 18 
To ſtomachs clogg'd with coſtly tare DK 

Simplicity alone is rare; 

While high, and nice, and curious meats, 
Are really but vulgar treats. --- 
Inſtead of ſpoils of Perſian looms, T q : 
The coſtly boaſts of regal rooms, = 

Thought it more courtly and diſcreet 
To ſcatter roſes at her feet; 

Roſes of richeſt dye, that ſhone 

Wich native luſtre, like her own: 


| 


AN APOLOGY, &c. 227 
Rent that needs no aid of art 
Through every ſenſe to reach the heart. 
The gracious dame, though well ſhe knew 
All this was much beneath her due, 


Lik'd every thing— at leaſt thought fit 

To praiſe it par maniere d acquit, 

t Yet ſhe, though ſeeming pleas'd, can't bear 

ge ſcorching ſun, or chilling air; 
Di.ſturb'd alike at both extremes, 

B Whether he ſhews or hides his beams : 

„ 1 ſeeming pleas'd at all ſhe ſees, 
Z ; Starts at the ruffling of the trees; 

And ſcarce can teak k for want &* breath, 

in half a walk fatigued to death. 

| 2 The Doctor takes his hint from hence, 

| T apologize his late offence : 1 

| 2 y Madam, the mighty power of uſe 

Now ftrangely pleads in my excuſe: 
If you unus'd have ſcarcely ſtrength 
To gain this walk's untoward length 

if, frighten'd at a ſcene ſo rude, 
Through long diſuſe of ſolitude ; 

It, long confi” d to hres and erer ens. 
You dread the waving of theſe greens ; 
If you, who long have breath'd the fumes 

. Of city-fogs and crowded rooms. 

BM Do now folicitouſly hun 

1 The cooler air and dazzling ſun ; 

If his majeſtic eye you flee, 

Learn hence t' excuſe and pity me. 

Conſider what it is to bear 

The powder'd courtier's witty ſnecr; 
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“To ſee th' important man of dreſs 

« Scofting my college-aukwardnels ; 

« To be the ſtrutting cornet's ſport, 
Jo run the gauntlet of the court, 
Winning my way by ſlow approaches, . 
„Through crowds of coxcombs and of coaches ö - 
“ From the firſt fierce cockaded centry, 
“Quite through the tribe of waiting-gentry; 
«* 'To paſs ſo many crowded ſtages, 

« And ſtand the ſtaring of your pages; A 
* And, after all, to crown my ſpleen, We | 
„ Be told — © You are not to be ſeen :” | 
T1 i you are, be forc'd to bear 

ce The awe of your majeitic air. 
„And can I then be taulty found, 

«' In dreading this vexatious and 
Can it be ftrange, if I eichew = 
12 A ſcene ſo glorious and ſo new? # \ 
Or is he criminal that flies | 
“ The living luſtre of your eyes!“ 
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THE DEAN'S MANNER OF LIVING 


r 1 2 
If 4 7 7 6 L q 
Ve CI Lg ITE TEE ICIS” e er Arr. * 25 F - v.23 2 233 
os EE 23. 5 . 3 pos - & 4 * . 
FC ˙ ˙ EET ane BEEN Oe on en Dp ⁵̃0-ů ̃ ĩͤ ß ST Rn ĩ˙Ü ! 
Ee 5 CIOS: I; N E —T—. SO 


RF, 


| ON rainy days alone J dine 18 
Upon a chick and pint of wine. 
On rainy days I dine alone, 
And pick my chicken to the bone: 
But this my ſervants much enrages, 
No ſcraps remain to ſave board-wages. 
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VERSES FOR FRUIT-WOMEN, G. 429 
| In weather fine 1 nothing ſpend, 
But often ſpunge upon a friend: 


| F: Yet, where he's not ſo rich as I, 


£ 5 | pay my club, and ſo good b'ye. 


| yrn5es MADE FOR FRUIT-WOMEN, &c. 


A P P L E S, 

bee buy my fine wares, 

Plumbs, apples, and Pears, 
JA hundred a penny, 
In conſcience too many: 
Bf Crave, will you have any ? 
. children are ſeven, 
l wiſh them in Heaven; 
M huſband a ſot, 
With his pipe and his pot, 
Not a farthing will gain them, 
And I muſt maintain them. 


A 5 PA RA s. 
= RIPE ſoaraurals, 

KB Fit for lad or laſs, 

. To make their water paſs : 5 
O, *tis pretty picking 

With a tender chicken! 


NG 


ONIONS. 


COME, follow me by the ſmell, 
TN lere are 3 onions to ſell, 
3 | promiſe to uſe you well. 


23 They 
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They make the blood warmer ; 
_ You'll feed like a farmer: 

For this is every cook's opinion, Br 
No ſavoury diſh without an onion ; i 
But, left your kiſſing ſhould be ſpoil Ll 

Your onions mult be thoroughly boil q. EH 

Or elſe you may ſpare 
Your miſtreſs a ſhare, Go = 

The ſecret will never be known; ; = Ci 
She cannot diſcover _ 1 4 
The breath of her lover, — Cc 
But think it as ſweet as her own. | 0 


0 Y 5 T E R 8 L. 


| CHARMING oyſters I cry: e | A 
My maſters, come buy, Fy 
So plump and ſo freſh, 3 
So ſweet is their fleſh, = 

No Colcheſter oyſter F 


Is ſweeter and moiſter ; 


Your ftomach they ſettle, Tz 
And rouſe up your mettle : — : 
They'll make you a dad __—_ = 
Of a laſs or a lad; . = 
And madam your wiſe | = 
They'll pleaſe to the life ; = 
Be ſhe barren, be ſhe old. 
Be ſhe ſlut, or be ſhe ſcold, = 
Eat my oyſters, and lye near her, B 
She'll be fruitful, never fear her. 
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H HERRINGS. 


BE not ſparing, 
Leave off ſwearing. 

Buy my herring 
Freſh from Malahide *, 
| Better never was try d. 
F Come, eat them with pure freſh butter and muſtard, 
Their bellies are ſoft, and as white as a cuſtard. 
Come, ſix-pence a dozen to get me ſome bread, 
7 Or, like my own herrings, I ſoon ſhall be dead. 


. ö 
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ORANGES. 


f COME buy my fine oranges, ſauce for your veal, 
| M charming when ſqueez'd in a pot of brown ale; 

ö W ell roaſted, with ſugar and wine in a cup, 
25 hey Il make a ſweet RI" when nene ſup. 


Bon ROVER. A LADY'S SPANIEL 
INSTRUCTIONS TOA PAINTER t. 


He of the ſpaniel-race, 

Painter, with thy colours grace : 
ns his forehead large and high, 
Dran his blue and humid eye; 
Draw his neck ſo ſmooth and round, 
| Little neck with ribbons bound; 


2 * Near Dublin. 
In ridicule of Philips's poem on Miſs Carteret. 
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And the muſely ſwelling breaſt 
Where the Loves and Graces reft ; 
And the ſpreading even back, 
Soft, and ſleek, and gloſſy block; 
And the tail that gently twines, 
Like the tendrils of the vines 
And the ſilky twiſted hair, 
Shadowing thick the velvet ear; 
Velvet ears, which, hanging bow, 
O'er the veiny temples flow. 
With a proper light and ſhade, 


Let the winding hoop be laid; 
And within that arching bower 
(Secret circle, myſtic power) 

In a downy ſlumber place 
Happieſt of the Spaniel race; 
While the ſoft perſpiring Dame, 
Glowing with the ſofteſt flame, 

On the raviſh'd favourite pours 
Balmy dews, ambroſial ſhowers !. 

With thy utmoſt {kill expreſs 
Nature! in her richeſt dreſs, 
Limpid rivers ſmoothly flowing, 

Orchards by thoſe rivers blowing; 
Curling wood-bine, myrtle ſhade, 

And the gay enamel'd mead; 

Where the linnets ſit 8 - 

Little ſportlings of the Spring; 


Where the breathing held and grove 


South the heart, and kindle love. 
Here for me, and for the Muſe, 
Colours of reſemblance chooſe, 
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Make of lineaments divine, 

Daply female ſpaniels ſhine, 

Pretty fondlings of the fair, 

Gentle damſels, gentle care; 

But to one alone impart _ 

All the flattery of thy art. 
Crowd each feature, crowd each grace, 
Which complete the deſperate face; 
Let the ſpotted wanton Dame 
Feel a new reſiſtleſs flame; 

Let the happieſt of his race 

Win the fair to his embrace. 

But in ſhade the reſt conceal, 
Nor to ſight their joys reveal, 

L oeſt the pencil and the Muſe 


Looſe defires and thoughts infule. 


3 | 


EP 1 R A N 


BHO D ! a proof of Iriſh ſenſe! 

= Here Iriſh wit is ſeen! 
When nothing's left, that's worth defence, 
„ We build a magazine. 


| Which time his guardians, or phyſicians, took him out for the air. 
one of theſe days, when they came to the Park, Swift remarked 
ee building, which he had never ſeen, and aſked what it was 


. 
- * 


WY tablets, as Hamlet ſays, my tablets — memory put down 


lake! 
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The Dean, in his lunacy, had ſome intervals of ſenſe; at 


j - Sp for. To which Dr. Kingſbury anſwered, That, Mr. 
. 2 Ly the magazine for arms and powder, for the ſecurity of 
ty. Oh! oh!” ſays the Dean, pulling out his pocket- 

] * let me take an item of that. This is worth remarking ; 


Which produced the above lines, faid to be the laſt he 
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8 my life hath been chieffs y ſpent i in conſult- 


4 more than forty years paſt, not without an- 


wat 


1 


| have ſo much bedr, as that of improving and 
poliſhing all parts of converſation between perſons 


of quality, whether they meet by accident or in- 
Fvitation, at meals, tea, Or viſits, mornings, noons, 


or evenings. 


EZ plies, where the polite perſons of both ſexes diſtin- 


grief obſerve Low frequently both gentlemen and 


2 abated, when I found that theſe defects were not 


£ 2 * . . s 2 3 5 N : | | * 
E This treatiſe appears to have been written with the ſame view, 
the Iritical Eſſay on the Faculties of the Mind, but upon a more 


2 1 ition, is here extended to converſation, but its object is the ſame 
it both; the repetition of quaint phraſes picked up by rote either 


Zeal i 1gnorance or ſtupidity, or to prevent the labour of thoughts to 


= native ſentunent, and combine ſuch words as will preciſely 
Wore: Ws | 


occalioned 


ing the honour and welfare of my country 


| 1 ſwerable ſucceſs, it the world and my friends have 
not flattered me; ſo there is no point wherein I 


I have paſſed perhaps more time than any other 
; Gan of my age and country in viſits and aſſem- 


| ; uiſh themſelves; and could not without much 


ladies are at a loſs for queſtions, anſwers, replies, 
and rejoinders. However, my concern was much 


general plan : the ridicule, which 1s there confined to literary com- 


om the living or the dead, and applied upon every occaſion to con- 
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occaſioned by any want of materials, but becauſt 
| thoſe materials were not in every hand: for in- 
ſtance, one lady can give an anſwer better than aft 
a queſtion : one gentleman 1s happy A reply; 
another excels in a rejoinder : one can revive 1 
| languiſhing converſation by a ſudden ſurprizing 
ſentence; another is more dexterous in ſeconding; 
a third can fill up the gap with laughing, or com- 
mending what has been faid : thus treſh hints may 
be ſtarted, and the ball of the diſcourſe kept up. 
But alas! this is too ſeldom the caſe, even in the 
| moſt ſele& companies. How often do we ſee at court, 
at public viſiting days, at great men's levees, and 
Other places of general meeting, that the converſs 
tion falls and drops to nothing, like a fire withou 
_ ſupply of fuel! This is what we all ought to li 
ment; and againſt this dangerous evil I take upon 
me to affirm, that I have in the following Papi 
provided an infallible remedy. 
It was in the year 1695, and the ixth of n 
late majeſty King WILLIAM the Third of ever glo- 
rious and immortal memory, who reſcued thre 
kingdoms from popery and ſlavery, when, being 
about the age of [1x-and-thirty, my judgment mt 
ture, of good reputation in the world, and wel 
acquainted with the beſt families in town, I deter 
mined to ſpend five mornings, to dine four times, 
paſs three afternoons, and fix evenings every week 
in the houſes of the moſt polite families, of whicl 
I would confine myſelf to fifty; only changing ® 
the maſters or ladies died, or left the town, 0 
grew out of vogue, or ſunk in their fortunes, 0 
(which to me was of the higheſt moment) becam 
diſaffected 


8 BY 8 
1. 
a 2 * 
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3 : face to the government; ; which practice 1 
5 2 have followed ever ſince to this very day; except 
hen I happened to be ſick, or in the ſpleen upon 
| Poe weather, and except when 1 entertained 
four of each ſex at my own lodgings once in a 
; onth, by way of retaliation. 

l always kept a large table-book in my pocket ; : 
und as ſoon as I left the company, I immediately 
3 the choiceſt expreſſions that paſſed during 
he viſit; which, returning home, I tranſcribed in 
a fair lian. but oe what enlarged; and had made 


e 
„ the greateſt part of my collection in twelve years, 
but not digeſted into any method; for this I found 


a- | was a work of infinite labour, and what required 
Mut le niceſt judgment, and conſequently could not be 


h. brought to any degree of Perfection 1 in leſs than 
on bxteen years more. 
en —Hlerein I reſolved to exceed the advice of Ho- 
kace, a Roman poet, which 1 have read in Mr, 
kis Freech's admirable tranſlation ; that an author 
ge. Hould keep his works nine years in his cloſet, be- 
rec bre he ventured to publiſh them : and finding that 
ang | still received ſome additional flowers of wit and 
mar Ehbnguage, although in a very ſmall number, I de- 
wel ermined to defer the publication, to purſue my 
1c WErſign, and exhauſt (if poſlible) the whole ſubject, 
mc at 1 might preſent a complete ſyſtem to the 
ook | Nord; for I am convinced by long experience, 
ich | hat he criticks will be as ſevere as their old envy 
ng Ex ant me can make them: I foreſee they will ob- 


| b , that I have inſerted many anſwers and replies 
Pich are neither witty, humorous, polite, nor. 
authentic; 


2 © 
UT 
8 
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authentic; and have omitted others that weuli 
have hiv highly uſeful, as well as entertaining, 
But let them come to particulars, and I will boldly 
engage to confute their malice. | 

For theſe laſt ſix or ſeven years I have not been 
able to add above nine valuable ſentences to enrich 
muy collection: from whence I conclude, that whit 

remains will amount only to a trifle. Howeve;, 
ir, after the publication of this work, any lady or 
gentleman, when they have read it, ſhall find the 
leaft thing of importance omitted, I deſire they 
will pleaſe to ſupply my defects by communicatiny 
to me their diſcoveries ; and their letters may 0 
directed to SIMON Wadkrarr, Eſq. at his lodg- 
ings next door to the Gloucefiter-head: in 8. 
James's-ſtreet, paying the poſtage. In return ck 
which favour, I ſhall make honourable mention dt 
their names in a ſhort preface to the ſecond el. 
tion. 

In the mean time, I cannot but with ſome prids 
and much pleaſure, congratulate with my den 
55 country, which has outdone all the nations of Eu- 

rope, in advancing the whole art of converſation d 
5 the greateſt height it is capable of reaching; ; and 
therefore, being entirely convinced that the colle- 
tion I now offer to the publick is full and com- 
plete, I may at the ſame time boldly affirm, th! 
the whole genius, humour, politeneſs, and elv- 
quence of England, are ſummed up in it: nor 
the treaſure ſmall, wherein are to be found at lei 
a thouſand ſhining queſtions, anſwers, reparte* 
replies and rejoinders, litted to adorn every kind o 
3 diſcoulf 
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J biicourſe that an affembly of Engliſ ladies and 


433 
gentlemen, met together for their mutual enter- 
p tainment, can poſſibly want: eſpecially when the 


| ſereral flowers ſhall be ſet off and improved by the 
| ſpeakers, with every circumſtance of preface and 
+ Ecircumlocution, in proper terms; and attended 
with praiſe, laughter, or admiration. 


: here is a natural, involuntary diſtortion of the : 
„muscles, which is the anatomical cauſe of laughter: 
he but there is another cauſe of laughter which de- 
i cency requires, and 1s the undoubted mark of a 
" ood taſte, as well as of a polite obliging beha- 


be Eviour; neither is this to be acquired without much 
| udien, long practice, and a ſound judgment; 
9. I did therefore once intend, for the eaſe of the 
Elearner, to ſet down in all parts of the following 
| Cialogues certain marks, aſteriſks, or nota-benes (in 
| Engliſh, mark-wells) aiter ot queſtions, and 
3 every reply or anſwer; direQing exactly the mo- 
bent when one, two, or all the company are to 
Ekugh: but having duly conſidered, that this ex- 
bedient would too much enlarge the bulk of the 


Eu- 
U | yo! ume, and conſequently the price ; and likewiſe 
an that raking ought to be left for ingen uns 5 


| teaders to hind out, I have determined to leave that 


_— oo Fol affair, although of great impor tance, to their 
tu 7 diſcretion. 

ee: The reader muſt learn by all means to e 
or tween proverbs and thoſe polite ſpeeches which 


lead Wautify converſation : for, as to the former, I ut- 
rtets, F reject them out of all i ingenious Kfourſs. I 
0 acwledge indeed, that there may Poſſibly be 


Vo. VIII. SES found 
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found in this treatiſe a few fyings. among { 
great a number of {mart turns of wit wad humour 
as I have produced, which have a proverbial air: 
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however, IJ hope it will be conſidered, that eren I 

theſe were not originally proverbs, but the gemine 3 
productions ot ſuperior wits, to embellith and 19 
port converſation; waence, with great impio- I 
priety as well as plagiariſm (if you will forgte WE | 

a hard word) they have molt injuriouliy ben 
transferred into proverbial maxims; and therefore, | 
In juſtice, ought to be reſumed out of vulgar hand; ] 


to adorn the drawing- rooms of princes both mal: 
and female, the levees of great miniſters, as w 
as the toilet and tea- table of the ladies. 

I can faithfully aſſure the reader, that there i 
not one ſingle witty phraſe in this whole colleGion 
which has not received the ſtamp and approbatio 
of at leaſt one hundred years, and how much 
longer it is hard to determine; he may theretore 
be ſecure to ſind them all genuine, ſterling, ad 
authentic. e 
Fut, before this elaborate treatiſe can become of 
univerſal uſe and ornament to my native er 
two points, that will require time and much a appl- 
cation, are abſolutely neceſſary. 

For, ſirſt, whatever perſon would aſpire to be 
completely witty, ſmart, humorous, and polit 
muſt, by hard labour, be able to retain in his me 
mory every ſingle ſentence contained in this work 
ſo as never to be once at a loſs in applying tt 
right anſwers, queſtions, repartees, and the liks 

immediately, and without ſtudy or heſitation. 


6 And 


INTRODUCTION. 243 
And, ſecondly, after a lady or gentleman has ſo 
3 loſs upon any emergency, the true management of 


every feature, and almoſt of every limb, is equally 
E neceſſary ; without which an infinite number of 


Rnd” 


E dialogues, which does not abſolutely require ſome 
E peculiar graceful motion in the eyes, or noſe, or 
„mouth, or forehead, or chin, or ſuitable toſs of the 

head, with certain offices aſſigned to each hand; 


and in ladies, the whole exerciſe of the fan, fitted 


3 to the energy of every word they deliver; by no 


means omitting the various turns and cadence of 


the voice, the twiſtings, and movements, and dif- 


ö ferent poſtures of the body, the ſeveral kinds and 


E gradations of laughter, which the ladies muſt daily 
E practiſe by the looking-glats, and conſult upon 
them with their waiting-maids. 

My readers will ſoon obſerve what a creat com- 


pbaſs of real and uſeful knowledge this ſcience in- 


cludes; wherein, although nature, afſiſted by ge- 
nius, may be very inſtrumental, yet a ſtrong me- 


mory and conſtant application, together with ex- 
ample and precept, will be highly neceſſary. For 
1 AE reaſons I have often wiſhed, that certain male 


and female inftruQors, perfect) verſed in this 

N N ſcience, would ſet up ſchools for the inſtruction of 

ung ladies and gentlemen therein. 

3 remember, about thirty years ago, there was 
© Bohemian woman, of that ſpecies commonly 


well overcome this difficulty as never to be at A. 


” abſurdities will inevitably enſue. For inſtance, 
E there is hardly a polite ſentence in the following 


| ſown by the name of gypſies, who came over 
3 R 2 hither 


=Y 
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hither from France, and generally attended Ts a a; 
the dancing-maſter, when he was teaching his ir 
to miſſes of quality; and while the young ladies 
were thus employed, the Bohemian, ſtanding at 
ſome diftance, but full in their fight, acted befor 
them all proper airs, and heavings of the head, 
and motions of the hands, and twiſtings of th 
body; whereof you may ſtill obſerve the $00d ef. 
fects in ſeveral of our elder ladies. | 

After the ſame manner, it were much to be de. 
fired, that ſome expert gentlewomen gone to de- 
cay would ſet up public ſchools, wherein young 
girls of quality, or great fortunes, might firſt b 
taught to repeat this following ſyſtem of conver 
ſation, which I have been at ſo much pains t 
compile * j and then to adapt every feature of thei 
countenances, every turn of their hands, ever 
ſcrewing of their bodies, every exerciſe of their 
fans, to the humour of the ſentences they hear de 
deliver in converſation. But above all to inſtru 
them in every ſpecies and degree of laughing it 
the proper ſeaſons, at their own wit or that of itt 
company. And if the ſons of the nobility ant 
gentry, inſtead of being ſent to common ſchool; 
or put into the hands of tutors at home, to leam 
nothing but words, were conſigned to able in 
ſtructors, in the fame art, I cannot find what ui 
there could be of books, except in the hands 0 
thoſe who are to make learning their trade, whit 
1s below the diguity of perſons born to titles c 
eſtates. 


e 


Ze th 
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„ I would be another infinite advantage, that by 
* ide this ſcience we ſhould wholly avoid the 


5 W © vexations a and impertinence of pedants, who affect 


"i 5 talk in a language not to be underſtood; and 
Ne | whenever a polite perſon offers accidentally to uſe 
| any of their jargon-terms. have the profumption 
to laugh at us for pronouncing thoſe words in a 
genteeler manner. Whereas, I do here affirm, 


ſcends to let a hard word paſs out of their mouths, 


885 


age; and it is a true mark of politeneſs, both in 
Fung and reading, to vary the orthography as 


Judges of what will pleaſe a diſtinguiſhing ear, than 


id manner of pronouncing, by the authority of 
our example, from whole lips they proceed with 
eh more beauty and ſignificancy. 


N 4 * 
* 


and 10 neceſſary a deſign can be put in execution 


country at preſent, I ſhall not deſpair of living to 
e) let me recommend the following treatiſe to be 
? arried about as a pocket-companion, by all gen- 
| emen and ladies, when they are going to viſit, or 

ine, or drink tea; or where they happen to paſs 
F evening without cards, as I have ſometimes 


ente unforeſeen; deſiring they would read 


R 3 prepare 


E that, whenever any fine gentleman or lady conde- 


ery fyllable is ſmoothed and polithed in the paf- 


Ewell as the ſound ; becauſe we are infinitely better 


ö oe who call themſclves ſcholars can polfibly ve: 
cho, conſequently, ought to correct their books, 


l © But, in the mean time, until ſo great, ſo uſeful, 


Ewhich, conſidering the good diſpoſition of our 


Known it to be the caſe upon diſappointments or 


3 Meir feveral parts in their chairs or coaches, to 
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prepare themſelves for every kind of converlatio 
that can poſſibly happen. 
Although I have, in juſtice to my country, 1. 
lowed the genius of our people to excel that of 
any other nation upon earth, and have confirmed 
this truth by an argument not to be controuled, [ 
mean, by producing fo great a number of wit 
ſentences in the enſuing a a. all of undoubte 
authority, as well as of our own production, ye yet 
I muſt confels's at the ſame time, that we are hoh 
indeb ted £ for them to our anceſtors ; at leaſt, for x 
long as my memory reaches, I do not recollect on: 
new phraſe of importance to have becn added: 
which defect in us moderns I take to have bem 
occaſioned. by the introduction of cant-words i 
the reign of King CHARLES the Second. Ant 
thoſe have ſo often varied, that hardly one d 
them, of above a year's ſtanding, 
gible; nor any where to be found, excepting 1 
ſmall number ſtrewed here and there in the come 
des, and other fantaſtic writings of that age. 
The honourable colonel IAS GRAna, nf 
old friend and companion, did likewiſe, towal⸗ 
the end of the ſame reign, invent a ſet of war 
and phraſes, which continued almoſt to the timed 
his death. But, as theſe terms of art were adapt te 
only to courts and politicians, and extended lil 
farther than among his particular acquaintance (6 
whom I had the honour to be one) they are 10 
almoſt forgotten. 


Nor did the late D. of R and E. of F— 


ſucceed much better, although they proceeded 5 
{arth 


is now intel. 


UN 
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* than ſingle words; whereof, except bite, 


bambocozle, and one or two more, the whole voca- 
ulary is antiquated. 


The ſame fate has already attended thole other 


how 'n-wits, who furniſh us with a great varicty of 
3 ew terms, Which are annu ally changed, and thoſ⸗ 
4 pf the laſt ſeaſon funk in Oblivion. Of thele 1 Was 
J once favoured with a complete liſt by the right ho- 


| Fourable the lord and lady I 


made a conſiderable figure one ſummer in th 
| country; ; but returning up to town in winter, and 
Venturing to produce them again, I was partly 


Footed, and partly not Wan 
he only invention of late years, w hich has any 
$ T ay contributed towards politeneſs in diſcourſe, is that 
| of  abbreviating or reducing words of many ſyllables 
into one, by lopping off the reſt. This refinement 
: having begun about the time of the Revolution, I 
had ſome ſhare in the honour of promoting it; and 


obſerve to my great ſatisfaction, that it makes 


| 7 dal) advancements, and J hope in time will raiſe 
bur language to the utmoſt perfection; although I 


muſt confeſs, to avoid obſcurity, have been very 


. Caring of this ornament 1n the following dia- 
Pebes. | 


| But, as for phraſes invented to cultivate conver- 


& Puion, J defy all the clubs of coffec-houſes in this 
own to invent a new one „equal in wit, humour, 
I = or politeneſs, to the very worſt of my 
t; which clearly ſhews, either that we are much 
1 e or that the whole ſtock of materials 
1 z been alrcady employed. I would willingly 


R 4 | hope, 


„With which I 


7 
1 
14 
14 
11 
„ 
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hope, as I do confidently believe, the latter; becauſe, 
having myſelf for ſeveral months racked my in- 
vention to enrich this treaſure (if poſſible) with 
ſome additions of my own (which however ſhould 
have been printed! in a different character, that! 
might not be charged with impoſing upon the 
publick) and having ſhewn them to ſome judicious 
friends, they dealt very ſincerely with me, all unt- 
nimouſly agreeing that mine were infinitely below 
the true old helps to diſcourſe drawn up in my 
preſent collection, and confirmed their opinion 
| with reafons, by which I was perfectly convinced 
as well as aſhamed of my great preſumption. 
But I lately met a much ſtronger argument to 
confirm me in the ſame ſentiments; for, as th 
great biſhop BurNzT of Saliſbury informs 
the preface to his admirable Hiſtory of his own 
Times, that he intended to employ himſelf ; in po- 
liſhing it every day of his life (and indeed in it 
kind it is almoſt equally poliſhed with this work of 
mine) ſo it has been my conſtant buſineſs for 
ſome years paſt to examine, with the utmoſt tric 
neſs, whether I could poſſibly find the ſimallel 
lapſe in ſtyle or propriety through my whole col 
lection, that, in emulation WY the biſhop, | 
might ſend It abroad as the moſt finiſhed piece 0 
.- The age. 
It happened one day, as I was dining in 9000 
company of both ſexes, and watching according t! 
my cuſtom for new materials wherewith to fill m 
nocket-book, I ſucceeded well enough till after 


dinner, when the ladies retired to their tea, br 
e 


INTRODUCTION. 24g 


. left us over a bottle of wine. But I found we 
were not able to furniſh any more materials that 
th ; were worth the pains of tranſcribing : for, the diſ- 


d courſe of the company was all degenerated into 
i © ſmart ſayings of their own invention, and not of 
be if : the true old ſtandard; ſo that in abſolute deſpair 
us | "1 withdrew, and Well to attend the ladies at their 
1- il Py whence I did then conclude, and ſtill con- 
Nil | "tinue to believe, either that wine does not inſpire 
* politeneſs, or that our ſex is not able to ſupport it 


E without the company of women, who never fail to 
cad us into the right way, and there to keep us. 
lt much increaſes the value of theſe apophthegms, 
| that unto them we owe the contintfance of our 
Janguage for at leaſt a hundred years; neither is 
this to be wondered at, becauſe indeed, beſide the 
ſmartneſs of the wit, Ren fineneſs of the raillery, | 
ſuch 1 is the propriety and energy of expreſſion in 


o 
7 them all, that they never can be changed, but to 
- of Lodrantare, except in the circumſtance of uſing 
for abbreviations : : which however I do not deſpair in 
a- due time to ſee introduced, having already met 
let them at ſome of the choice companies in town. 
9 | 2 Although this work be calculated for all perſons 
1 | of quality and fortune of both ſexes; yet the reader 
of Fay perceive, that my particular view was to the 
.- Pficers of the army, the gentlemen of the inns of 
1 I Purt, and of both the univerſities; to all cour- 
"i L lers, male and female; but principally to the 
mi aids of honour ; of whom J have been perſonally 
alte Wquainted with end. -twenty lets, all excelling 


this noble endowment ; till, for ſome years paſt, 
I know 
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I know not how, they came to degenerate into {c. 
ling of bargains and free-thinking: not that 12 am 
againſt either of theſe entertainments at proper 


ſeaſons in compliance with company, who may 


want a taſte for more exalted diſcourſe, whoſe me- 


mories may be ſhort, who are too young to be 


perfect in their leſſons, or (although it be hard to 
conceive) who have 0 inclination to read ang 
learn my inſtructions. And befides, there is 1 
ſtrong temptation for court ladies to fall into the 
two amuſements above-mentioned, that they may 


avoid the cenſure of affecting ſingularity againſt 


the general current and faſhion of all about them: 


but however,qno man will pretend to affirm that 


either bargains or blaſphemy, which are the prin- 


cipal ornaments of free-thinking, are fo good a 
fund of polite diſcourſe, as what is to be met with 
in my collection. For, as to bargains, few ot 


them ſeem to be excellent in their kind, and have 
not much variety, becauſe they all terminate in one 
ſingle point; and to multiply them would require 


more invention than people have to ſpare. And 


as to blaſphemy or free-thinking, I have known 


ſome ſcrupulous perſons of both - foxes: who by a 
prejudiced. education are afraid of ſprights. I mu: 


however except the maids of honour, who have 
been fully convinced by a famous cour rt-chaplain, 
that there is no ſuch place as hell. 

I can not indeed controvert the lawſulneſs of fre- 
thinking, becauſe it has been univerſally allowed 


that thought is free. But however, although ! 


may afford a large ſield of matter, yet in my poor 
opinion 


8 
3 
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opinion it ſeems to contain very little of wit or hu- 
mour; becauſe it has not been ancient enough 
among us to furniſh eſtabliſhed authentic expreſ- 
ſions, I mean ſuch as muſt receive a ſanction from 
the polite world, before their authority can be al- 
E lowed ; neither was the art of blaſphemy or free- 
E thinking invented by the court, or by perſons of 
great quality; who, properly ſpeaking, were pa- 
trons rather than inventors of it; but firſt brought 
l in by the fanatic faction towards the end of their 
power, and after the Reſtoration carried to White- 
hall by the converted rumpers, with very good rea- 
1 {on ; becaule they knew, that King CHARLES the | 
z Second, from a wrong education, decaſioned by 
| the troubles of his father, had time enough to ob- 
ſerve, that fanatic enthuſiaſm directly led to atheiſm, 
which agreed with the diſſolute inclinations of his 
E youth ; and perhaps theſe principles were farther 
E cultivated in him by the French Hugonots, who 
have been often charged with ſpreading them 
among us: however, I cannot ſee where the neceſ- 
lity lies of introducing new and foreign topicks for 
converſation, while we have fo plentiful a ſtock 
of our own growth, . 
© I have likewiſe, for ſome reaſons of equal 
weight, been very ſparing in double entendres: 
becauſe they often put ladies upon affected con- 
ſtraints, and affected ignorance. In ſhort, they 
break, or very much entangle, the thread of diſ- 
courſe ; neither am I maſter of any rules to ſettle 
the diſconcerted countenances of the females in 
luch a juncture; I can therefore, only allow in- 
nuendos 


252 INTRODUCTION. 


nuendos of this kind to be delivered i in whiſher:, 
and only to young ladies under twenty, who being 


in honour obliged to bluſh, it may produce a new 


ſubject for diſcourſe. 

Perhaps the criticks may accuſe me of a defeq 
in my following ſyſtem of Polite Converſation ; 
that there is one great ornament of diſcourſe, where. 
of I have not produced a ſingle example; which 
indeed I purpoſely omitted, for ſome reaſons that] 
ſhall immediately offer; and, if thoſe reaſons wil 


not ſatisfy the male part of my gentle readers, the 
defect may be applied in ſome manner by an ap- 
pendix to the ſecond edition; which appendix 


ſhall be printed by itſelf, ad fold for ſixpence, 


ſtitched, and with a marble cover, that my readers 


may have no occaſion to complain of being de⸗ 


frauded. 


The defect I mean is, my not having inſerted 


into the body of my book, all the oaths now mol 


in faſhion for embelliſhing diſcourſe ; eſpecially 


” ſince it could give no offence to the clergy, who 
are ſeldom or never admitted to theſe polite aſſem- 


blies. And it muſt be allowed, that oaths wel 


_ choſen are not only very uſeful expletives to mat- 
ter, but great ornaments of ſtyle. 


What I ſhall here offer in my own defence upon 


this important article will, I hope, be ſome exte- 
nuation of my fault. 

Furſt, I reaſoned with = that a juſt col- 
lection of oaths , repeated as often as the faſhion 


e requires, muſt 5 enlarged this volume at leaſt to 


double the bulk; whereby it would not only double 
| the 
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| the charge, but likewiſe make the volume leſs com- 
| modious for pocket-carriage. 

1 Secondly, I have been aſlured by ſome judicious 
4 friends, that themſelves have known certain ladies 
| to take offence (whether ſeriouſly or not) at too 
great a profuſion of curſing and ſwearing, even 
when that kind of ornament was not improperly 
introduced; which, I confeſs, did ſtartle me not a 
title, having never obſerved the like in the com- 
[ paſs of my own lever al acquaintance, at leaſt for 
| twenty years palt. However, I was forced to ſub- 
mit to wiſer judgments than my own. 

Thirdly, As this moſt aſeful treatiſe is calculated 
for all future times, I conſidered, 1 in this maturity 
of my age, how great a variety of oaths I have 
heard ſince I began to fludy the world, and to 
know men and manners. And here J found it 
to be true, what I have read in an ancient poet: 


For now-a- days men change their oaths, 
As often as they change their clothes. 


F In ſhort, oaths are the children of faſhion ; they 
| are in ſome ſenſe almoſt annuals, like what I obſerv- 
ed before of cant- words; and I myſelf can remem- 
E ber about forty different ſets. The old ſtock-oaths, 
| | am confident, do not amount to above forty-five, 
er fifty at moſt; but the way of mingling and 
3 compounding them i 18 almoſt as various as that of 
che alphabet. 

Sir Joux PrxROT was the firſt man of qua- 
| ity, whom I find upon record to have ſworn by 


Code 
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Goa wounds, He lived in the reign of Q. Eliza- 
beth, and was ſuppoſed to be a natural ſon of 
Henry the Eighth, who might alſo probably haye 
been his inſtructor. This oath indeed ſtill conti- 
nues, and is a ſtock-oath to this day; ſo do fever] 
others that have kept their natural ſimplicity ; but 
infinitely the greater number has been fo frequent- 
ly changed and diſlocated, that if the inventors 
were now alive, they could , underſtand 
them. _ 
Upon theſe conſiderations I began to appre- 
hend, that if I ſhould inſert all the oaths that ar- 
now current, my book would be out of vogue with 
the firſt change of faſhion, and grow as uſeleſs as an 
old dictionary: whereas the caſe is quite otherwie 
with my collection of polite diſcourſe ; which, as 
I before obſerved, has deſcended by tradition for at 
leaſt a hundred years, without any change in the 
phraſeology. I therefore determined with myſelf 
to leave out the whole ſyſtem of ſwearing ; be— 
cauſe both the male and female oaths are all per- 
fectly well known and diſtinguiſhed ; new ones 
are eaſily learnt, and with a moderate ſhare of dis- 
cretion may be properly applied on every ht occa- 
ſion. However, I muſt here upon this article of 
{wearing moſt earneſtly recommend to my mal: 
readers, that they would pleaſe a little to ſtudy va 
riety. For it is the opinion of our moſt refined 
ſwearers, that the ſame oath or curſe cannot, con- 


Wently with true politeneſs, be repeated abo 
nige 
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nine times in the ſame company, by the ſame per- 


| ſon, and at one fitting. 

I am far from deſiring, or expecting, that all 
the polite and ingenious ſpeeches contained in this 
| work ſhould, in the general converſation between 


ladies and gentlemen, come in ſo quick and fo 
cloſe as I have here delivered them. By no means: 
on the contrary, they cught to be huſbanded bet- 
ter, and ſpread much thinner. Nor do I make 
the leaſt queſtion, but that, by a diſcreet and thrifty 
management, they may ſerve for the entertain- 
ment of a whole year to any perſon, who does not 
make too long or too frequent viſits in the ſame fa- 
mily. The flowers of wit, fancy, wiſdom, hu- 
mour, and politeneſs, ſcattered in this volume, 
amount to one thouſand ſeventy and four. Al- 
lowing then to every gentleman and lady thirty 
viſiting families (not inſiſting upon fractions) there 
will want but a little of a hundred polite queſtions, 
anſwers, replies, rejoinders, repartees, and remarks, to 
be daily delivered freſh in every company for twelve 
3 folar months; and even this is a higher pitch of 
q delicacy than the world inſiſts on, or has reaſon to ; 
1 expect. But I am altogether tor exalting this ſci- 
| ence to its utmoſt perfection. 
It may be objected, that the publication of my 
book, may, in a long courſe of time, proſtitute this 
noble art to mean and vulgar people; but I an- 
J Iwer, that it is not ſo eaſy an acquirement as a few 
? ignorant pretenders may imagine. A footman can 
rear, but he cannot ſwear like a lord. He can 
„ frear as often; but can he ſwear with equal deli- 
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cacy, propriety, and judgment? No, certainly, 
unleſs he be a lad of ſuperior parts, of good me- 
mory, a diligent obſerver, one who has a {kilf] 
ear, ſome knowledge in muſick, and an exag 
taſte; which hardly fall to the ſhare of one in à 
thouſand among that fraternity, in as high favour 
as they now ſtand with their ladies. Neither has 
one footman in fix fo fine a genius as to reliſh and 
apply thoſe exalted ſentences compriſed in this 
volume, which I offer to the world. It is true, 
I cannot ſee that the fame ill conſequences would fol. 
low from the waiting- woman, who, if ſhe had been 
| bred to read romances, may have ſome ſmall ſub- 
altern or ſecond-hand politeneſs; and if ſhe con- 
ſtantly attends the tea, and be a good liſtener, may 
in ſome years make a tolerable figure, which vil 
ſerve perhaps to draw in the young chaplain, or 
the old ſteward. But, alas! after all, how can ſhe 
acquire thoſe hundred graces and motions, and airs, 
the whole military management of the fan, the 
contortions of every muſcular motion in the face, 
the riſings and fallings, the quickneſs and flownels 
of the voice, with the ſeveral turns and cadences; 
the proper junctures of ſmiling and frowning, how 
often and how loud to FI when to gibe and 
when to flout, with all the other branches of doc- 
trine and diſcipline above recited ? 
I am therefore not under the leaſt apprehenſion, 
that this art will ever be in danger of falling int 
common hands, which requires ſo much time, 
ſtudy, practice, and genius, before it arrives 4 


perfection; - and therefore I muſt. Topo my _ 
pola 
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poſal for erecting public ſchools, provided with the 
beſt and ableſt maſters and miſtreſſes, at the charge 
of the nation. 

| have drawn this work into the form of a dia- 
logue, after the pattern of other famous writers in 
hiſtory, law, politicks, and moſt other arts and 
ſciences; and 1 hope it will have the ſame ſuccels : 
for, who can conteſt it to be of greater conſequence? 
to the happineſs of theſe kingdoms than all human 
| knowledge put together ? Dialogue is held the beſt 
method of inculcating any part of knowledge ; ; and 
am confident, that public ſchools will ſoon: be 
| founded for teaching wit and politeneſs, after my 
| ſcheme, to young people of quality and fortune, 
| | have determined next ſeſſions to deliver a peti- 
| tion to the Houſe of Lords, for an act of parlia- 
ment to eſtabliſh my book as the ſtandard Gram- 
| mar in all the principal cities of the kingdom, 
where this art is to be taught by able maſters, who 
| are to be approved and recommended by me; 
which is no more than Lilly obtained only for 
teaching words in a language wholly uſeleſs. 
Neither ſhall I be ſo far wanting to myſelf, as not 
to deſire a patent, granted of courſe to all uſeful 
| projectors; I mean, that I may have the ſole profit - 
| of giving a licence to every ſchool to read my 
| Grammar for fourteen years. 
The reader cannot but obſerve what pains I his 
| been at in poliſhing the ſtyle of my book to the 
greateſt exactneſs: nor have I been leſs diligent in 
refining the orthography, by ſpelling the words in 


the very ſame manner as they are pronounced by 
Vor. VIII. 74:0 the 
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the chief patterns of politeneſs at court, at levees, 
at aſſemblies, at playhouſes, at the prime viſt- 
ing-places, by young templars, and by gentle- 
men- commoners of both univerſities, who have 
lived at leaſt a twelvemonth in town, and Kept the 
beſt company. Of theſe ſpellings the public wil 
meet with many examples | in the following book. 
For inſtance, Leh 't, han't, fhan't, didn't, court, 
wwoudn't, isn't, en't, with many more; beſide ſe- 
veral words which ſcholars pretend are derived 
from Greek and Latin, but now pared into a polite 
ſound by ladies, officers of the army, courtiers and 
templars, ſuch as Jommetry for geometry, verdi for 
verdlict, lard for lord, learnen for learning; toge- | 
ther with ſome abbreviations exquiſitely "refined 
as HO for poſitive; mobb for mobile; phizs tor 
phyſi ognomy ; rep fs: reputation ; Meas for plent- 
tentiary; incog. for incognito ; hypps, or hippo, for 
hypochondriacs; bam for bamboozle; and bainbuozi! 
for God knows what ; whereby mock time is faved, 
and the high road to converſation cut ſhort by 
many a mile. 
l have, as it will be apparent, laboured very much, 
and. I hope, with felicity enough, to make ever} 
character in the dialogue agreeable with itſelf to 
| degree, that een any judicious perſon ſhall 
read my book aloud for the entertainment and in- 


1 ſtruckion of a ſelect company, he need not ſo much 


as name the particular ſpeakers; becauſe all the 
perſons throughout the ſeveral ſubjects of conver 
ſation, ſtrictly obſerve a different manner peculiar 


10 their characters, which are of different kinds: 
BE OL but 
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but this I leave entirely to the prudent and impar- 
tial reader's diſcernment. 
Perhaps the very manner of introducing the ſe- 


In the latter J can pretend to little merit; becaule it 
entirely depends upon memory, and the happineſs 


| contriving that thoſe ſpeeches ſhould be introduced 
naturally, as the moſt proper ſentiments to be de- 


that few people could hope to ſucceed in, unleſs 


added to a ſincere diſintereſted love of the public. 
Although every curious queſtion, ſmart anſwer, 
| and witty reply, be little known to many people, 
pet there is not one ſingle ſentence in the whole 
collection, for which I cannot bring moſt authen- 


tor ſome expreſſions, which to a few nice ears may 


meetings, balls and maſquerades, from perſons of 
| both ſexes, and of the higheſt titles next to royal. 
| However, to ſay the truth, I have been very ſpar- 
ing in my quotations of ſuch ſentiments that ſeem 
to be over free; becauſe, when I began my col- 
lection, ſuch kind of converſe was almoſt in its in- 
fancy, till it was taken into the protection of my 
honoured patroneſles at court, by whoſe countenance 


veral points of wit and humour, may not be leſs 
entertaining and inſtructing than the matter itſelf. 


livered upon ſo great a variety of ſubjects, I take 
to be a talent ſomewhat uncommon, and a labour 


they had a genius particularly turned that way, 


perhaps appear ſomewhat groſs, I can produce the 
ſtamp of authority from courts, chocolate-houſes, 
theatres, afſemblies, drawing-rooms, levees, card- 


of having kept polite company: but the art of 


| tic vouchers, whenever I ſhall be called: and even 


8 2 and 
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and ſanction it has become a choice flower in the 
nolegay of wit and politeneſs. 
Some will perhaps object, that when I bring u my 
_ company to dinner, I mention too great a variety 
of diſhes, not always confiſtent with the art of 
_ cookery, or proper for the ſeaſon of the year; and 
part of the firſt courſe mingled with the ſecond, be- 
ſide a failure in politeneſs by introducing a black pud- 
ding to a lord's table, and at a great entertainment: 
but, if I had omitted the black pudding, I deſire 
to know what would have become of that exquiſite 
reaſon given by Miſs Notable for not eating it; 
the world perhaps might have loſt it for ever, 5 
I ſhould have been juſtly anſwerable for having 
left it out of my collection. I therefore cannot 
but hope, that ſuch hypercritical readers will pleaſe 
to conſider, my buſineſs was to make ſo full and 
complete a body of refined ſayings as compact as I 
could; only taking care to produce them in the moſt 
natural and probable manner, in order to allure my 
readers into the very ſubſtance and marrow of this. 
moſt admirable and neceſſary art. 
I am heartily ſorry, and was much diſappointed 
to find, that ſo univerſal and polite an entertain- 
ment as cards, has hitherto contributed very little 
to the enlargement of my work. I have fat by 
many hundred times with the utmoſt vigilance, 
and my table-book ready, without being able, it 
eight hours, to gather matter | for one ſingle phraſe 
in my book. But this, I think, may be eafily ac 
counted for, by the turbulence and juſtling of pale 
ſions, wren the various and ſurprizing turns, inc 


dend, 


"We, 


INTRODUCTION. 261 


dents, revolutions, and events of good and evil for- 
tune, that arrive in the courſe of a long evening at 
play; the mind being wholly taken up, and the con- 
ſequences of non-attention ſo fatal. 

Play is ſupported upon the two great pillars of 
deliberation and action. The terms of art are few, 
preſcribed by law and cuſtom ; no time allowed for 
digreſſions or trials of wit.  Quadrille | in particular 
bears ſome reſemblance to a ſtate of nature, which 
we are told is a ſtate of war, wherein every woman 
is againſt every woman; the unions ſhort, incon- 
ſtant, and ſoon broke - "the. league made this mi- 

nute without knowing the ally, and diſſolved in the 
| next, Thus, at the game of quadrille, female brains 
are always employed in ſtratagem, or their hands in 
action. Neither can I find that our art has gained 
much by the happy revival of maſquerading among 
| us; the whole dialogue in thoſe meetings being 
ſummed up in one (ſprightly, I confeſs, but) ſingle 
queſtion, and as ſprightly an anſwer. ©* Do you 
know me? Yes, I do.” And, © Do you know 
me? Yes, I do.” For this reaſon I did not think 
| it proper to give my readers the trouble of intro- 
ducing a maſquerade, merely for the fake of a 
lngle queſtion, and a lingle anſwer ; eſpecially, 
| When to perform this in a proper manner, I muſt 
have brought in a hundred perſons together, of 
both ſexes, dreſſed in fantaſtic habits for one mi- 
nute, and diſmiſs them the next. 

Neither i is it reaſonable to conceive, . that our 
ſcience can be much improved by maſquerades, 
Where the wit of both ſexes is altogether taken up 


in auttiting ſipgular and humourous diſguiſes ; ; 
8 3 | | and 


circle of politeneſs, whereof I take the preſent limit 
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and their thoughts entirely employed in bringing 


intrigues and aſſignations of Sonny to a happy 
concluſion. 


The judicious reader will readily diſcover, that 
make Miſs Notable my heroine, and Mr. Thom 
Neverout my hero. I have laboured both their 
characters with my utmoſt ability. It is into their 
mouths that I have put the livelieſt queſtions, an- 
wers, repartees, and rejoinders; 3 becauſe my de- 
ſign was, to propoſe them both as patterns, for all 
young batchelors, and ſingle ladies, to copy after, 
By which I hope very ſoon to ſee polite converk- 
tion flouriſh between both ſexes, in a more conſum- 
mate degree of perfection, than theſe kingdom 
have yet ever known. 


I have drawn ſome lines of Sir Taka Linger 
character, the Derbyſhire knight, on purpole to 
place it in counterview or contraſt with that of the 
other company; wherein I can affure the reader 
that J intended not the leaſt reflection upon Dervy- 
ſhire, the place of my nativity. But my intention 
was only to ſhew the misfortune of thoſe perſons 
who have the diſadvantage to be bred out of the 


to ex tend no farther than London, and ten miles 
round ; although others are pleaſed to confine i 
vv ain the bills of mortality. If you compare the 
diſcourſes of my gentlemen and ladies, with thok 
of Sir John, you will hardly conceive him to have 
been bred in the ſame climate, or under the fame 
laws, language, religion, or government: and ac 


cordiagly | J have introduced him ſpeaking in hö 
aun 
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own de dialect, for no other reaſon than to teach 
my ſcholars how to avoid it. 


verſation appears in danger to flag, which in ſome 
places I have artfully contrived, I took care to in- 


: ſuch as theſe that follow: © What? I think 


them ſo much inferior to thoſe at court, eſpecially 


| the hither end of our noble Wen 
When this happy art of polite converſing ſhall be 


go on with my ſtory, * new interruptions come 


over. 


the ſelling of bargains, as well for inftruQing thoſe 
who delight in that accompliſhment, as in compli- 
ance with my female friends at court. However 1 


The curious reader will obſerve; that when con- 


vent ſome ſudden queſtion, or turn of wit, to revive 


2 bre s a ſilent meeting! Come, madam, a penny 
« for your thought ;” with ſeveral others of the 
like fort. I have rejected all provincial or country 
| turns of wit and fancy, becauſe I am acquainted 
with very few; but indeed chiefly, becauſe I found 
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among the gentlemen uſhers, the ladies of the bed- 
chamber, and the maids of honour ; I muſt alſo add 
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| thoroughly improved, good company will be no 
longer peſtered with dull, dry, tedious ſtory-tellers, 
nor brangling diſputers: for a right ſcholar of either 
ex in our ſcience, will perpetually interrupt them 
with ſome ſudden ſurprizing piece of wit, that ſhall | 

| engage all the company in a loud laugh; and if, 
after a pauſe, the grave companion reſumes his 
| end in the following manner: * Well, but to 


from the left and the right, till he is forced to we 


I have likewiſe ts ſome few eſſays towards 


8 4 have 
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have tranſgreſſed a little in this point, by doing it 
in a manner ſomewhat more reſerved than it is now 
practiſed at St. James's. At the ſame time, l can 
hardly allow this accompliſhment to paſs properly | 
for a branch of that perfect polite converſation, 
which makes the conſtituent ſubject of my treatiſe; 
and for this J have already given my reaſons. Fav 
likewiſe, for farther caution, left a blank in the 
critical point of each bargain, which the fſagacious 
reader may fill up in his own mind. — 
As to myſelf, I am proud to own, that except 
| ſome ſmaitering in the French, I am what the pe- 
dants and ſcholars call a man wholly illiterate, that 
is to lay, unlearned, But as to my own language, 
1 ſhall not readily yield to many perſons. | L have 
read moſt of the plays, and all the miicellany 
poems, that have been publiſhed for twenty yeats 
paſt. I have read Mr. Thomas Brown's works 
entire, and had the honour to be his intimate 
friend, who was univerſally allowed to be the 
reach genius of his age. 
Upon what foot I ſtand with the preſent chief 
_ reigning wits, their verſes recommendatory, which 
they have commanded me to prefix before my book, 
will be more than a thouſand witneſſes : I am, and 
have been, likewiſe particularly acquainted with | 
Mr. Charles Gildon, Mr. Ward, Mr. Dennis, that 
admirable critick and poet, 4 ſeveral others. 
Fach of theſe eminent perſons (I mean thoſe who 
are ſtill alive) have done me the honour to read this 
production five times over, with the ſtricteſt eye df 
friendly e and PRONE ſome, although ve!) 
few 
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few amendments, which I gratefully accepted, and 
do here publicly return my acknowledgment for ſo 
ſingular a favour. 

And I cannot conceal without ingratitude, the 
great aſſiſtance I have received from thoſe two il- 
luſtrious writers, Mr. Ozell, and captain Stevens, 
Theſe, and ſome others of diſtinguiſhed eminence, 
in whoſe company I have paſſed ſo many agree- 
able hours, as they have been the great refiners of 
our language, ſo it has been my chief ambition to 
imitate them. Let the Popes, the th the Ar- 
buthnots, the Youngs, and the reſt of that inarling 
brood, burſt with envy at the praiſes we receive 
from the court and kingdom. 

But to return from this digreſſion. 

The reader will find, that the following "PoE 
tion of polite ſon; will eaſily incorporate 
with all ſubje&s of genteel and faſhionable life. 
Thoſe which are proper for morning tea, will be 
_ equally uſeful at the ſame entertainment in the af- 
ternoon, even in the ſame company, only by ſhift= 
ing the ſeveral queſtions, anſwers, and replies into 
different hands; and ſuch as are adapted to meals, 
will diff ſerve for dinners or ſuppers, on- 
ly diſtingutſhing between day-light and candle- 
light. By this method no diligent perſon of a tole- | 
Table memory can ever be at a loſs. . 

It has been my conſtant opinion, that every man, 
who is intruſted by nature with any uſeful talent of 
the mind, is bound by all the ties of honour, and 
that juſtice which we all owe our country, to pro- 
pole to himſelf ſome one illuſtrious action to be 

performed 
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performed in his life, for the public emolument: 
and I freely confeſs that fo grand, fo important an 
enterprize as I have undertaken, and executed to 
the beſt of my power, well deſerved a much abler 
hand, as well as a liberal encouragement from the 
crown. However, I am bound ſo far to acquit 
myſelf, as to declare, that I have often and moſt 
_ earneſtly intreated ſeveral of - my above-named 
friends, univerſally allowed to be of the firſt rank 
in wit and politeneſs, that they would undertake a 
work ſo honourable to themſelves, and ſo beneficial 
to the kingdom; but fo great was their modeſty, 
that they all thought fit to excuſe themſelves, and 
' impoſe the taſk on me; yet in ſo obliging a manner, 
and attended with ſuch compliments on my poor qua- 
__ Hhications, that I dare not repeat. And at laſt their 
intreaties, or rather their commands, added to that 
inviolable love 1 bear to the land of my nativity, 
prevailed upon me to engage in ſo bold an attempt. 
1 may venture to affirm, without the leaſt viola- 
tion of modeſty, that there is no man now alive, 
who has by many degrees ſo juſt pretenſions as 
myſelf to the higheſt encouragement from the 
crown, the parliament, and the miniſtry, towards 
bringing this work to its due perfection. I have 
been aſſured, that ſeveral great heroes of antiquity 
were worſhipped as gods, upon the merit of hav- 
ing civilized a fierce and barbarous people. It 1s 

_ manifeſt I could have no other intentions; and! 
dare appeal to my very enemies, if fuch a trea- 
tiſe as mine had been publiſhed ſome years ago, 


and with as much ſucceſs as I am confident this 
will | 
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will meet, I mean, by turning the thoughts of the 
| whole nobility and gentry to the ſtudy and practice 
of polite converſation ; whether ſuch mean ſtupid 
writers as the Craftſman, and his abettors, could 
have been able to corrupt the principles of ſo many 
hundred thouſand ſubjects, as, to the ſhame and 
grief of every whiggiſh, loyal, and true proteſtant 
heart, it is too manifeſt they have done. For 1 
deſire the honeſt judicious reader to make one re- 
mark, That, after having exhauſted the whole 
* in ſickly pay-day (if I may fo call it) of polite- 
neſs and refinement, and faithfully digeſted it into 
the following dialogues, there cannot be found one 
expreſſion relating to politicks; that the miniſtry is 
never mentioned, nor the word king above twice 

or thrice, and then only to the honour of his ma- 
jeſty ; ſo very cautious were our wiſer anceſtors in 
forming rules for converſation, as never to give 
offence to crowned heads, nor interfere with party- 
diſputes in the ſtate, And indeed, although there 
ſeems to be a cloſe reſemblance between the two 
words politeneſs and politicks, yet no ideas are 
more inconſiſtent in their natures. However, to 
avoid all appearance of diſaffection, I have taken 

care to enforce loyalty by an invincible argument, 
drawn from the very fountain of this noble ſcience, 
in the following ſhort terms, that ought to be writ 
in gold, © Muſt is for the king ;” which uncon- 


This word is ſpelt by Latiniſts, Encyclopedia; but the judicious 
author wiſely prefers the polite reading before the pedantic. 


troulable 
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troulable maxim I took particular care of introqu- 
cing in the firſt page of my book, thereby to inf 
_ early the beſt proſtetant loyal notions” into the 
minds of my readers. Neither is it merely my 
own private opinion, that politeneſs is the firmeſt 
foundation upon which loyalty can be ſupported: 
for thus happily ſings the divine Mr. Tibbalds, or 
e in one of his e poems: 


Iam no ſcollard, but 1 am polite: 
Therefore be ſure I'm no Jacobite. 


Hear W ni to the ſame purpoſe that great 
maſter of the whole poetic choir, our moſt illuſtii- 
ous laureat Mr, Golly: Cibber : ; 


w. ho in his talk can't ſpeak a polite thing, 
Will never loyal be to George our King. 


1 coul produce many more ſhining pailages out 
of our principal poets of both ſexes to confirm this 
momentous truth. Whence I think it may be 
fairly concluded, that whoever can moſt contribute 
towards propagating the ſcience contained in the 
following ſheets, through the kingdoms of Great- 
Britain and Ireland, may juſtly demand all the fi- 
vour that the wiſeſt court, and moſt judicious ſe- 
nate, are able to confer on the moſt deſerving ſub- 
jet. I leave the application to my readers. 

This is the work, which I have been ſo hardy 3s 
to attempt, and without the leaſt mercena!} 
view. Neither do I doubt of ſucceeding to my 


full wiſh, except among the Tories and their abet- 
ny bons 
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tors, who being all Jacobites, and conſequently 
papiſts in their hearts, from a want of true taſte, 
or by ſtrong affeQation, may perhaps reſolve not 
to read my book ; chooling rather to deny them- 
ſelves the pleaſure and honour of ſhining in polite 
company, among the principal geniuſſes of both 
| ſexes throughout the kingdom, than adorn their 
minds with this noble art ; and probably appre- 
| hending (as I confeſs nothing is more likely to 
| happen) that a true ſpirit of loyalty to the proteſt- 
ant ſucceſſion ſhould ſteal in along with it. 
If my favourable and gentle readers could poſ- 
ſibly conceive the perpetual watchings, the num- 
berleſs toils, the frequent riſings in the night to 
ſet down ſeveral ingenious ſentences, that I ſud- 
| denly or accidentally recollected; and which, 
| without my utmoſt vigilance, had been irrecover- 
ably loſt for ever: if they would conſider with 
what incredible diligence I daily and nightly at- 
tended at thoſe houſes where perſons of both 
ſexes, and of the moſt diſtinguiſhed merit, uſed 
| to meet and diſplay their talents ; with what at- 
tention I liſtened to all their diſcourſes, the better 
| to retain them in my memory; and then at pro- 
| per ſeaſons withdrew unobſerved to enter them in 
| My table-book, while the company little ſuſpected 
what a noble work I had then in embryo : I ſay, 
it all theſe were known to the world, I think 
Kt would be no great preſumption in me to ex- 
pect, at a proper juncture, the public thanks of 
both houſes of parliament, for the ſervice and 


honour I have done to the whole nation by my 
angle pen. 


Although 
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Although I have never been once charged with 
the leaſt tincture of vanity, the reader will, I hope, 
give me leave to put an eaſy queſtion : What iz 

become of all the king of Sweden's viQctorics ? 
| where are the fruits of them at this day; or, of 
what benefit will they be to poſterity ?. Were not 
many of his greateſt actions owing, at leaſt in part, 
to fortune; were not all of them owing to the va- 
lour of his troops, as much as to his own con- 
duct? could he have conquered the Poliſh king, 
or the czar of Muſcovy, with his ſingle arm? Far 
be it from me to envy or leſſen the fame he has 
acquired; but, at the ſame time, I will venture 
to ſay, without breach of modeſty, that I, Who 
have alone with this right-hand ſubdued. bar- 
| bariſm, rudeneſs, and ruſticity; who have eſta- 
bliſhed and fixed for ever the whole ſyſtem of all 
true politeneſs and refinement in converſation, 
ſhould think myſelf moſt inhumanly treated by 
my countrymen, and would accordingly reſent it 
as the higheſt indignity, to be put on a level in 
Point of Ea in after-ages with Charles the Twelfth 
late king of Sweden. 
And yet, ſo incurable is the love of a 
perhaps beyond what the charitable reader will 
eaſily believe, that I have been aſſured by more 
than one credible perſon, how ſome of my ene— 
mies have induſtriouſly whiſpered about, that one 
Iſaac Newton, an inſtrument-maker, formerly 
living near Leiceſter-fields, and afterwards 4 
workman in the mint at the Tower, might 
poſſibly . to vie with me for fame in fu- 


ture times. The man, it ſeems, was knighte 
for 
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for making ſun-dials better than others of his 
trade ; and was thought to be a conjurer, be- 
cauſe he knew how to draw lines and circles upon 
a ſlate, which nobody could underſtand. But, 
adieu to all noble attempts for endleſs renown, if 
the ghoſt of an obſcure mechanick ſhall be raiſed 
up to enter into competition with me, only for 
his {kill in making pot-hooks and hangers with a 
pencil; which many thouſand accompliſhed gen- 
tlemen and ladies can perform as well with pen 
and ink upon a piece of paper, and in a manner as 
little intelligible as thoſe of Sir Iſaac. 

My moſt ingenious friend already mentioned, 
Mr. Colley Cibber, who does ſo much honour to 
the laurel crown he deſervedly wears (as he has 
often done to many. Imperial diadems placed on 
his head) was pleaſed to tell me, that if my trea- 
tiſe were ſhaped into a comedy, the repreſent- 
ation performed to advantage on our theatre, 
might very much contribute to the ſpreading 
of polite converſation among all perſons of di- 
ſtinction through the whole kingdom. 

I own the thought was ingenious, and my 
friend's intention good: but I cannot agree to 
his propoſal; for, Mr. Cibber himſelf allowed, 

that the ſubjects 1 in my work being ſo 

numerous and extenſive, it would be abſolutely 
impoſſible for one, two, or even ſix comedies to 
contain them. Whence it will follow, that many 
admirable and eſſential rules for polite converſation 
muſt be omitted. 8 


And 


44 
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And here let me do Juſtice to my friend My: 
Tibbalds, who plainly confeſſed before Mr. Cib- 
ber himſelf, that ſuch a project, as it would he x 
great diminution to my honour, ſo it would in- 
tolerably mangle my ſcheme, and thereby deſtroy 
the principal end at which I aimed, to form 2 
complete body or ſyſtem of this moſt uleful ſcience 
in all its parts. And therefore Mr. Tibbalds 
whole judgment was never diſputed, choſe rather 
to fall in with my propoſal mentioned before, of 
erecting public ſchools and ſeminaries all over the 
kingdom, to inſtruct the young people of both 
| ſexes in this art, according to my rules, and in the 
method that 1 have laid down, 

T ſhall conclude this long, but neceſſary 1 intro- 
duction with a requeſt, or indeed rather a juſt and 
reaſonable demand, from all lords, ladies, and 
gentlemen, that while they are entertaining and 
improving each other with thoſe polite queſtions, 
anſwers, repartees, replies, and rejoinders, which 
I have with infinite labour, and cloſe application 
during the ſpace of thirty-ſix years, been collect- 
ing for their ſervice and improvement, they {hall 
as an inſtance of gratitude, on every proper oc. 
caſion quote my name after this or the lik 


manner: © Madam, as our maſter Wagſtaff ſays.” 
„My lord, as our friend Wagſtaff has it.” U do 


likewiſe expect, that all my pupils ſhall drink my 
health every day at dinner and ſupper during my 
life; and that they, or their poſterity, ſhall cont: 
nue the ſame ceremony to my not inglorious me- 
mory, after my deceaſe, for ever. 
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Vor. VIII. T 


The MEN hne LADIES, 


Lord SPARKISH. Lady SMART. 
Lord SMART. Miſs NOTABLE. 
Sir Joux LINGER, Lady ANSWERALL 


Mr. NEVEROUT. 
Col. Arwir. 9 


ARGUMENT. 


Lord Srakk TSU and Colonel Arwir meet in 1 the 
morning upon the Mall: Mr. NEVEROUT joins 
them ; they all go to breakfaſt at Lady SMART% 
Their converſation over their tea: after which 
they part; but my lord and the two gentlemen 
are invited to dinner. . Sir JohN LINGER in- 
vited likewiſe, and comes a little too late. The 
whole converſation at dinner : after which the 
ladies retire to their tea. The converſation of 
the ladies without the men, who are ſuppoſed 
to ſtay and drink a bottle; but in ſome time, 
go to the ladies and drink tea with them. The 
converſation there. After which a party at Quz 
drille until three in the morning; but no cor 
verſation ſet down. They all ite leave, and 
go home. 


| POLITE C ONVERSATION, &c. * 


ST. JAMES'S PARK. 
Lord Sparkiſh mecting Col. Atwit. 


"ELL met, my Lord. 

4 Id. Sparkiſh. Thank ye Colonel. A 
. f would have ſaid, I hope we ſhall meet in 
heaven. When did you fee Tom Neverout ? 

I Col. He's juſt coming towards us, Talk of the 
3 devil— 
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Neverout comes up. 


Ok How do you do, Tom? 
| Neverout. Never the better for you. 
Col. I hope you're never the worſe : but pray 


& Sparkiſh ? 
don. 
IA. Spark 72 Tom, how is it that you can't 
ſee the wood for trees? What wind blew 299 
q hither ? 


I retired hither for the public good, having two great works 
in hand; one to reduce the whole politeneſs, wit, humour, and 


IJ and from Dr, Swift, at the end of Mr. Pope” $ wark, letter liv. 
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Where's your manners ? don't you ſee my Lord 


Neverout. My Lord, 1 beg v0 our lordſhip! s par- 


3 e ſtyle of England into a ſhort ſyſtem for the uſe of all perſons of 
& * quality, and particularly the maids of honour, & Letters to 


T 2 | Neverout. 
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Neverout. Why my Lord, it is an ill wind blows 
no body good; for it gives me the honour of ſec: 
ing your lordſhip. ne 
Col. Tom, you muſt 8 N with 1 us to Lady Smarts 

to breakfaſt, 
VMWoeverout. Muſt. why Colonel, muſt s for the 
king. 
. Col. offering in 1 0 be his floor 
Col. Have you ſpoke with all your friends? 
Neverout. Colonel, as you re ſtout, be merciful, 
Ld. Sfark iſh. Come, Agron, agree; ; the laws 
coſtly. 8 a 
(. taking his hand from his hilt 
Col. Well, Tom, you are never the worſe man 
to be afraid of me. Come along. 
Neverout. What! do you think I was born in 
wood, to be afraid of an owl! 1 
I'll wait on you. I hope Miſs Notable will be 
there; egad the 5 very handſome, and has wit at 
will. 
Col. Why ev ry one as they like, as the good 
woman faid when the Kiſs d her cow. 


Lord Smart's hou e; 1 N at the door; the 
5 -Parter COmes out, | 


Lord Spark ih 8 are you the porter! 
Porter. Yes, for want of a better. 
Id. Sparkiſh. Is your lady at home? 
Porter. She was at home juſt now ; but ſhe's 
not gone out yet. | 
= | Neveroul. 1 warrant this rogue 8 tongue 18 well 
hung. | 
Lady 
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Lady Smart” 9 antichanber. 


the tea-tabl;: 


| Lady Smart, My lord, your lordſhip 8 moſt 
| humble ſervant, 

1 Sparky. Madam, you ſpoke too late; 1 
| was your ladyſhip s before. 

| Lady Smart. O! Colonel, are you here? 


Col. As ſure as you're there, Madam. 
Lady Smart. Oh, Mr. Neverout ! What ſuch a 


man alive! 


be, at your ladyſhip' s ſervice. 


| pray what news, Mr. Neverout? 
NMeverout. Why, madam, Queen Flizabeth's 

| dead, 
Lady Smart. Well, Mr. Neverout, I ſee you 
k are no changeling. 5 5 


2 1 Notable COMES in. 


e Miſs, your ſlave : I hope your early 


| Juſt come out of the cloth-market. 

Miſe, 1 always riſe at eleven, whether | it be day 
8 

Col. Miſs, 1 hope you are up Fa all PRO 


= Yes, uf J don't get a fall before night. _ 
T 3 Col. Miſe, 


Lah Smart, Lady An werall, and DM ifs Notable at 
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down that Mr. Neverout came to our houſe. And 
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Col. Miſs, I heard you were out of order; ' Pray 


how are you now? Fl: 
Mit. Pretty well, Colonel, I thank you. 
Col. Pretty and well, Mils ! that 8 two verr 
good things. 
Miſs. 1 mean I am better than ! was. 
MNeverout. Why then, tis well you were ſick. 
Ms. What! Mr. Neverout, you take me up 
before I'm down. 
Lady Smart. Come let us leave off childrens 
play, and go to puſh-pin. 
Miſs. | To Lady Smart. ] Pray, madam, give me 
ſome more ſugar to my te. 
Col Oh! Mis, you mult needs be very good 
humour'd, you love ſweet things ſo well. 
 Neverout, Stir it up with the ſpoon, Mis; for 
che deeper the ſweeter. | 
Lady Smart. 1 aſſure you, Miſs, the Colond has 
made you a great compliment. 
Miſe. 1 am ſorry for it ; for 1 have heard iy 
complimenting 3 1s lying. 
Lady Smart. | To Lord 8 ark! 56. My Lord, me- 
thinks the ſight of you is good for ſore eyes ; if we 
had known of your coming, we would have ſtrown 
ruſhes for you: How has your lordſhip done this 
long time? 
Col, Faith, Madam, he 5 better | in health than in 
good — 
— Sparkiſh. Well; I ſee there s no worſe friend 
than one brings Gow home with one; and I am 


not the firſt man has carried a rod to whip him- 


ſelf, 
| Never 


DIALOGUE L 275 


- Neverout. Here's poor miſs has not a word to 

throw at a dog. Come, a . for your 

thoughts. „ 

| Miſs. It is not worth a farthing ; : for I was 
et of you. 


Colonel ri riſing uß. 


Lady Smart. Colonel, where are you going fo 
ſoon ? I hope you did not come to fetch fire. 
Col. Madam, I muſt needs go home for half an 

hour. 
Miß. Why, colonel, they ay, the devil's at 
home. 
Lady Auſio. Well, but fit while you ſtay, * tis as 
cheap fitting as N 

Col. No, madam, while I'm Ganding m going. 

Miſe. Nay, let him go; I promiſe him we 
won't tear his cloaths to hold him. | 

Lady Smart. 1 ſuppoſe, Colonel, we keep you 
from better company, I mean only as to myſelf. 

oh Madam, I am all obedience, 


| Colonel ſits do WN, 


thy Smart: Lord. miſs, how can you drink 
Four tea ſo hot ? ſure your mouth's pav'd. _ 

How do you like this tea, Colonel! 

Col. Well enough, madam; but methinks it is 
little more-iſh. 

Lady Smart. Oh! colonel! I underſtand you. 
Betty bring the caniſter : I have but very little of 

this tea left; but I don't love to make two wants 
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of one; ; want when J have it, and want when I 
have it not. He, he, he, he. [ Laughs, 
Lady Anſfw. [to the maid.] Why, ſure, Betty, 
you are bewitched, the cream is burnt too. 

Betty. Way, madam, the buhop has ſet his foo 
in it. 
Lazy Smart. OD, run girl, and warm ſome fel 
em.. 
Betty. Indeed, madam, there s none left ; for 
the cat has eaten it all. 

Lady Smart. I doubt it was a cat with two legs. 

Miſs. Colonel, don't you love bread and butter 
with your tea? | 
"Gb... Yeu, in © morning, mie: for they fay, 
butter is gold in a morning, filver at noon, but it 
is lead at night. ES 
 Neverout, Miſs, the weather is s ſo hot, that my 
butter melts on my bread. 
Lady Anfw. Why, butter, I've heard 'em lay, 
is mad twice a year. ] 
LA. Sparkiſh | to the maid) Mrs. Betty, how does 
your body politic ? = 
Col. Fie, my Lord, you 1 make Mrs. ba 
Lady Smart. Bluſh! ay, bluſh like a Aue dog. 

Meverout. Pray, Mrs. Betty, are you not Tom 
Johnſon's daughter? 

Betty. So my mother tells me, Sir. 

£4. Sparkyh, But, Mrs, Betty, 1 hear you : are 
in love. 
Betty. My Lord, I thank God, I hate nobody 
am in charity with all the world. E 


Loh 
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Lady Smart. Why, wench, L think thy tongue 


that ſcratch upon your noſe: have n been fight- 
ing with the cats? | 

Gol. | to miſs]. Miß, when will you be married? 
Mir. One of theſe odd-come-ſhortly 8, Colonel. 
Neverout. Ves; they ſay the match is half _ 
the ſpark is willing, but mils is not. 


conſent for it. 


| through the Park 1 in the rain? 


Col. It rain d, and the fun ſhone. at the ſame 
time. 


wife behind the door with a ſhoulder of mutton. 
[ Laugh. 
Ol. A blind man would be glad to ſee that. 


In your own light. 
Neverout. Ah! madam, I have done 1o all my 


life, 


no © "TY | 


of tea, for I m very lazy. 


runs upon wheels this morning; how came you by 


Mzyfs. 1 ſuppoſe the gentleman has got his own | 
Lady Anfew. Pray, my Lord, did you walk 


= Spark iſh. Yes, madam, we were neither 
ſugar nor ſalt, we were not afraid the rain would 


melt us. He, 8 Laugh. 


Neverout. Why, then the devil was beating his 
Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, methinks you ſtand 


ILA. Sp ark; ih. Im 1 he ſits ! in mine: Prithee, 
| Tom, "4 a little farther : I believe your father was 


Lady Smart. Miſs, dear girl, fill me out a diſh 
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My fills a diſo of tea, 1 it, and then baff 
"the 


| Lady Smart. What, miſs, will you be my taſter] 
| Miſs. No, madam ; but they lay tis an ill cook 
that can't lick her own fingers. 
Neverout. Pray, mils, fill me another, 
Miſs. Will you have it now, Or Tr ſtay till you ge 
MT 
Lady Anfw. Bur, colonel, they ſay you went to 
court laſt night very drunk: nay, I'm told for cer- 
tain, you had been among the Philiſtines : no won 
der the cat wink'd, when both her eyes were out. 
Col. Indeed, abe en that's a lie. 
Lady Asſiv. Tis better I ſhould lie than you 
ſhould loſe your good-manners : belies, I don't 
be, I fit, 
Neverout. O faith, colonel, you muſt own you 
had a drop in your eye: when | left you, you were 
— ſeas over. 
I. Sparkiſh. Well, 1 lady Anſwerall can't 
Ive Gig, ſhe has ſo much wit. 
Neverout. No; ſhe can't live, that' 8 certain; but 
the may linger thirty Or forty Fears, 
Miß. Live long ay, longer khan a a cat or a as 
or a better thing. 
Lady Anſw. Oh! miſs, you BY give you 
a 9 
Id. Spark iſh. Miß, l 1 fill you another li 
7 


N ifs Indeed, my lord, 3 have trank FRough 
8 a 
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ILA. Sparkiſh. Come, it will do you more * 


chan a month's faſting; here, take it. 


Miſs. No, I thank your lordſhip; ; enough's as 


good as a feaſt. 


Ld. Sparbiſb. Well; but if you always ſay = 


you I never be marribd, 


Lady Anſw. Do, my lord, give her a diſh ; for, 


they ſay, maids will ſay no, and take it. 


II. Sparkiſh. Well; and I dare fay, miſs is a 


| maid in thought, wank; and deed. 
VMexverout. I would not take my oath of that. 
Mi. Pray, Sir, ſpeak for yourſelf. 


Lady Smart. Fie, miſs; ; they ſay maids ſhould 


be ſeen, and not heard. 


Lady Anfaw. Good RY ſtir the fire, that the 


tea-kettle may boil. —You have done it very well; 


| now it burns purely. Well, miſs, you'll have a 


chearful huſband. 
Miß. Indeed, your ladyſhip could have ſtirred 
it much better. 


Lady Anſiv. I know that very well, ally 3 3 but 


I won't keep a dog, and bark myſelf. 

Neverout. What! you are ſick, mils. | 
| Miſs. Not at all; for her ladyſhip meant you. 

| MNeverout, Oh! faith, miſs, you are in lob 88 
pound; get out as you can. 


Miſt. 1 won't quarrel with my 3 and Lads : 


for all that; I know when I'm well. 
Lady Anſebo. Well; but miſs— 
Neverout. Ah! dear madam, let the matter fall ; 

take pity on poor mils ; i don t throw water on a 

drowned rat, ws res re Engr 


Mik. 


19 
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for the ſimples this morning : tay a word more, 


great cold. 


voice. 


take ſnuff but when I'm angry. 


blow, and I'll beat him. 


are you to lord Pozz ? 


ATife. Indeed, Mr. Neverout, you ſhould be cut 


and you had as good eat your nails. 
Id. Sparkiſh. Pray, miſs, will you be {0 > good, ag 


to favour us with a ſong ? 
Mifs. Indeed, my lord, L can't; for L have a 


Col. Oh! miſs, Roy: fay all good ſingers have : 
colds. 
LA. Spark 2 Pray, madam, does not miſs in 
very well ? 
Lady Anfw. She fins, as one may ſay, my lord. 
Mist. 1 hear Mr, Neverout has a very good 


Col. Yes, Tom ſings well, but his luck 8 naught. 
Neverout. Faith, colonel, you hit yourſelf a de- 


viliſh box on the ear. 
Col. Miſs, will you take a pinch of ſouff? 
Miß. No, colonel, you muſt know that I never 


Lady Anfw. Yes, yes, ſhe can take fault, but 

ſhe has never a box to put it in. 
Miſs. Pray, colonel, let me ſce that box. 
Gol. Madam, there's never a C upon it. 
Miſs. May be there is, colonel. 
Col. Ay, but May- bees don't fly now, mils. 
Meverout. Colonel, why ſo hard upon poor mils: | 


Don't ſet your wit againſt a child; mils, + Sire me 3 


Miſs. So ſhe pray' d me to tell you. 
Ld. Sparki/h. Pray, my lady Smart, what kin 


| Lah 
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Lady Smart. Why, his grandmother and mine 
had four elbows. 

Lady Anſav. Well, methinks here's a Gent meet=- 
ing. Come, miſs, hold up your head, girl; there's 
money bid for you. [Miſs farts. 
Miſs. Lord, madam, you frighten me out of 
my ſeven ſenſes ! 

14. Sparkiſh. Well, I muſt be going. 

Lady Anſav. 1 have ſeen haſtier ape than you 
ſtay all night. 

Col. [to Lady Smart.] Tom Neverout and I are 
| to leap to-morrow for a guinea. 

Miß. I believe, colonel, Mr. Neverout can ks 
ata cruſt better than you. >, 

Neverout. Miſs, your tongue runs before your 
wit; nothing can tame you but a huſband. 

M; iſs. Peace! I think I hear the church clock. 

Neverout. Why you know, as the fool thinks— 

Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, Your: handkerchief 5 
fallen. 

Miß. Let him ſet his foot on it, that it may 'nt 
fly i in his face. 

Neverout. Well, miſs 

1 ifs. Ay, ay! many a one ſays well that thinks : 

1 33 

n Well, miſs, PI think on this. 

Mis. That's rhime, if you take it in time. 

Muerout. What! I ſee you are a poet, 

Mi. Ves; if I had but the wit to ſhew it. 

Neverout. Miſs, will you be ſo kind as to fill me 

4 diſh of tea! ? 


172 


Nr. * 
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Miſs. Pray let your betters be ſerved before you 
I'm juſt going to fill one for myſelf; and, you 
know, the parſon Oy chriſtens his own child 
firſt. 
Neverout. But I ſaw you fill one | juſt now for 
the colonel : well, I find kiſſing goes by favour. 
M. But pray, Mr. Neverout, what lady was 
that you were talking with in the ſide- box aſl 
Tueſday ? 
Meverout. Miſs, can you keep a ſecret ? * 
Miſs. Yes, I can. 
Neverout. Well, mits, and ſo can 1. = 
e Odd-ſo! I have cut * thumb with this 
curſed ES : 
Lady Anfw. Ay; that was your mother s faul, 
3 ſhe only warn 1d you not to cut your 
fingers. 
Lady Smart. No, no; tis ws fools cut their 
fingers, but wiſe folks cut their thumbs.— 
 Mifs. I'm ſorry for it, but I can't cry. 
Col. Don't you think miſs is grown? 
Lady Anſw. Ay, ill weeds grow apace. 


A pup of ſmoke comes down the chimney. 
Lady Anfw. Lord, madam, does your ladyſhip : 


_ chimney ſmoke? _ 
Col. No, madam ; but they lay ſmoke always 
purſues the fair, and your ladyſhip ſat neareſt. 
Lady Smart, Madam, do you love bohea tea? 
Lady Anſio. Why, madam, I muſt confeſs I do 
N love i it, but it does not love — 


11 


laſt I took was no more than water bewitch'd. 


lover gave you that fine etuy ? 
Miſs. Dont you know ? then keep counſel, 
Lady Anſiv. I'll tell you, colonel, who gave it 


ſhe lives, her own dear papa. 

| Neverout, Methinks, mils, I don' t much like 
the colour of that ribbon. 

| Miſs, Why then, Mr. Neverout, do you ſee, if 
' you don't much like it, you may look off it, 

| 1d. Sparkiſh. I don't doubt, madam, but your 


employment at court. 
| himſelf no ſmall fool now. 


ple take him for a wiſe man. 
| Lady Smart. Ay, ay; ſome are wiſe, and ſome 
are otherwiſe. | 


| knows his diſh. 
Col. Well; I can only ſay that he has better 
luck than 3 folks: but pray, how came he 
| to get this employment? 
| Ld. Sparkiſh. Why, by chance, as the man 
Ekill'd 15 devil. 


erout. 
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Miſe [to Lady Smart. ] Indeed, madam, your 
ladyſhip is very ſparing of your tea: I proteſt, the 


Col. Pray, miſs, if I may be fo bold, what 


b her: it was the beſt lover ſhe will ever have while 


| ladyſhip has heard that Sir John Briſk has 98 an 
Lady Smart. Yes, yes; and [ warrant he hls 


| Neverout. Yet, madam, [ have heard ſome peo- oy 


Lady Anſfw. Do you know his; Mr. Nev erout? | 
Neverout. Know him! ay, as well as the beg ggar 
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Neverout. Why, miſs, you are in a brown ſtudy; 
what's the matter? methinks you look like Mum 
chance, that was hang'd for ſlaying nothing. 
_ AM 55 I'd have you to know, I ſcorn your words, 
Neverout. Well; but ſeornful dogs will eat A 
puddings. 
Mic. Well; my comfort i is, your tongue is No 
Nlander. What! vou would not have one be al- 
ways on the high grin. 
Neverout. Cry map; ſticks, madam; no offence 
I hope. | Lady Smart ireoks @ tea-cuþ, 
Lady Anſe. Lord, madam, how | came you to 
break your cup? = 
Tady Smart. 1 can 't help i it, if 1 would cry my 
eyes out. | = 
Mis. Why ſell it, madam, and buy a a new One : 
with ſome of the money 
Col. Tis a folly to cry for ſpilt milk, 
Ta Smart. Why, if things did not 1 or 
wear out, how would tradeſmen live? : 
M. Well; I am very lick, if any body card 
for it. 
NMeveroul. 8 then, 1 e'en make a the 
of it, and then we Shall have a burying « of our 


own. 
Mi if. The devil take you, Neverout, beſides al 


Lady Anfw. Marry c. come up, what, plain Ne- 
verout! methinks you might. have an M under 
your girdle, mils, 


Lady Smart, Well, wel, naughrs s never in 
| danger 3 
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hate: faſt. Colonel, do you like this biſket ? 

Cl. Tm like all fools; I love every 888 that's 
good. . 
Lady Smart. Well, and isn't it pure good ? ? 

Gol. *Tis better than a Wore. | 


F ootman brings. the Colenel 2 letter. 


Lady Anfe. I ſuppoſe, colonel, that's a billet- 
doux from your miſtreſs. 

Col. Egad, J don't know whence it comes; but 
whoe'er writ it, writes a hand like a foot. 

M; ifs. Well, you may make a ſecret of . but 
we can ſpell, and put together. -— 

| Newerout. Miſs, what ſpells by double uzzard? 

2 Buzzard i in your teeth, Mr. Neverout. 
| Lady Smart, Now you are up, Mr. Neverout; 
vill you do me the favour, to do me the kindneſs, 

to take off the tea-kettle ? 


La. Spark; oo I wonder what makes theſe bells 


ring. 


Lac tufov. Why, my lord, 1 ſuppoſe, b becauſe 
Ry pull the ropes. 3 [Here all N 


o 


 Neverout plays with a | tea-cup. 


N. iſs. 1 a child would have cried half an 


hour before it would have found out ſuch a pretty 
Play-thing. 


Lady Smart. Well FF miſs : I vow, Mr. Ne- 
verout, the girl 1 Is to hard for vou. 


Vor. Vill. 'D  Neverout. 


* 


danger; ; I warrant, miſs will ſpit in her hand, and 
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Meverout. Ay, miſs will ſay any — but her 
prayers, and thoſe ſhe whiſtles. 
 Mife. Pray, colonel, make me a preſent of that | 
pretty penknife. 
Ld. Sparkiſh. Ay, miſs, catch him at that, and 
hang him. 
Col. Not for the world, dear mils 3 ; it wil cut 


AL. Sar ſiſb. Colonel, you ſhall be married fi 
I was juſt going to ſay that. 

Lady Smart. Well, but for all that, 1 can tell | 
who 18 a great admirer of miſs: pray, miſs, how 
do you like Mr. Spruce? I ſwear I have often ſcen 
him caſt a ſheep's eye out of a , calf” 8 head at 855 
deny it if you can. 
Miß. Oh! madam; all the world Knows that 
8 Mr. Spruce is a general lover. 

Col. Come, miſs, tis too true to make a feſt on. 
. fs bluſhes, 

Lady Anfw. Well, however, bluſhing 1s ſome 

ſign of grace. 

 Newerout, Miſs ſays nothing ; but I warrant he 

pays it off with thinking. = 

Miſs. Well, ladies and gentlemen, you ate 

_ pleas d to divert yourſelves; but, as 1 hope to be 

ſav'd, there's nothing 1 int. - 

Lady Smart. Touch a pall'd Borde, and bel 
wince: love will creep where it dare not go: 10 
hold a hundred pound, Mr. Neverout was the in. 
ventor of that ſtory; ; and, colonel, I doubt you 
had a finger in the pye. 


Lai 


Lady Anfw. But, colonel, you forgot to ſalute 
miſs when you came in; ſhe ſaid you had been 
here a long time. 

Miſs. Fie, madam ! I vow, colonel, I faid no ſuch 
thing; I wonder at your ladyſhip ! 

Col. Miss, I beg your pardon— 


Goes to falute her, ſhe Aruggles a bitte 


N. iſs. Well, I'd rather give a knave a kiſs for 
once than be troubled with him ; but, upon my 
word, you are more bold than 3 

Lad) Smart. Fie, fie, miſs! for ſhame of the 
world, and ſpeech of good people. 


Neveragt to miſe, l 6 is 3 her tea and bread f 
Ce oe ro ons and butter. | | 
| Neverout. Come, come, miſs, make much of 
naught ; good folks are ſcarce. : 
Miſs. What! and you muſt come in with your 
two eggs a penny, and three of them rotten. 
Col. [to Ld. Sparkiſh.] But, my lord, I forgot 
to aſk you, how you like my new cloaths? _ 
| 14. Sparkiſh. Why, very well, colonel ; only, 
to deal plainly with you, methinks the worſt piece 
i in the middle. N 
Here a loud laugh, often repeated. | 


Cul. My lord, ou are too ſevere on your 
friends. 


Mi. Mr. Neverout, I'm hot, are e you a ſot? 
Neverout. Miss, I'm cold, are 7 a ſcold ? take 
Jou that. 


v2 Lady 
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Lady Smart. J confeſs that was home. 1 find, 
Mr. Neverout, you won't give your head for the 
Wag, as they ſay. 

* Miſs. Oh! he's a fore man where the ſkin? s off. 
I ſee Mr. Neverout has a mind to ſharpen the edge 
of his wit on the whetſtone of · my ignorance. 
Id. Sparkifh. Faith, Tom, TO: are truck! Ine. 
ver heard a better thing. 

Neverout. Pray, mils, give me leave to erat 
you for that ſine ſpeech. : 
Miß. Pox on your picture, It coſt me a grout 
the drawing. 
 Neweront. [9 Lady Smart.] *Sbuds, dun, 1 
have burnt my hand with your plaguy tea-kettle, 
Lady Smart. Why, then, Mr. Neverout, you 
muſt ſay, God fave the king. 

Meverout. Did you ever ſee the like? 

MV. Never but once, at a wedding. 

Col. Pray, miſs, how old are you? | 
Miſs. Why, I'm as old as my tongue, and a little 
older than my teeth, 

3 Sparkifh. | to Lady An Vie.) Pray, * is 
miſs Buxom married ? I hear 'tis all over the town. 

Lady Anfeo. My lord, ſhe's either married, or worſe 

Col. If the be'nt married, at leaſt ſhe's luſtihy 
promis'd. But, is it certain that Sir John Blunder- 
buſs is dead at laſt? 

Ld. Sparkiſh. Yes, or elle he 3 badly) wrong d, for 
they have buried him. 

Miſs. Why, if he be dead, he Il eat no more 
bread. 

Col. But, is he really dead? 


Lad) 


5, Anſew. "oy colonel, as ſure as you're 


alive— 
Col. They hy he was an honeſt man. 


Lady Anſv w. Yes, with good looking to. 


M; fs feels a Finz on her face. 


Mt iſs. Lord! I think my goodneſs! is coming out. 
| Madam, will your ladyſhip * to lend me a 
patch? whe: | 
Neverout. Miſs, if you are a maid, put your hand 
upon) your ſpot. 72 
M. 7A —There— 

[ Covering her face hh both her hands 

Lacy $ Smart. Well, thou art a mad girl. 
[Gives her 4 tap. 
Mi; 65 Lord, madam, 18 that a blow to give a. 
child? „ 


Lady Sar! lets fall Ber handkerchief, and the Colonel 
loops for 11. 

Lady Smart. Colonel, T0 ſhall have a better 
ofice. 
Col. Oh, madam, 1 can 't have a better than to 

ſerve your ladyſhip. 

Col, [to Lady Spark iſh. ] Madam, _ your lady- 
ſhip read the new play, written by a lord? it is called 


Love i in a hollow Tree. 


Lady Sparkiſh. No, colonel. 
Col. Why, then your ladyſhip has one pleaſure 


to come. 
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Mis fighs. 
| Newerout. Pray, miſs, why do you ſigh? 
Miſs. To make a fool alk, and you are the firſt, 
Neverout. Why, miſs, I find there 18 nothing 
but a bit and a blow with you. 
Lady HW; Wu, you muſt know, "nl is in 
love. 
. Go. I with my head may never r ake vil that 
day. 
"tl Spark ih Come, miſs, never ligh, but fend 

for him. : 
[Lady Smart ww Lady wk ſpeaking 8 
If he be hang' d, he'll come hopping, and if he be 
drown'd, he'll come dropping. 1 
N. Well, 1 ſwear you'll make one die with | 
laughing, ; 


8 . if e with a tea-rup, and Ne everout plays with 
another. 


| Neverout. Well; 1 ſee, one fool makes many. 

_ Miſs. And you are the greateſt fool of any. 
Neverout. Pray, miſs, will you be ſo kind to tie 
this ſtring tor me with your fair hands? it will go 
all in your day's work. 
Miſs. Marry, come up, . tie it yourſelf 
you have as many hands as I; your man's man will 
have a fine office truly: come, 21-3 ſtand out of 
my ſpitting-place.” 

| Neverout. Well; but, miſs, don't be angry. 
Mie. No; I was never angry in my life but 


once, 
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once, and then nobody car'd for it, ſo I reſoly'd 
never to be angry again, 

Neverout, Well; but if you”! ll tie it, you ſhall 
; never know what T Il do for you. 
Miſs. So I ſuppoſe, truly. 

' Neverout. Well; but Pl make you a fine preſent 

one of theſe days. 

Miß. Ay; when the devil's blind, and his eyes 

are not ſore yet. 
| Neverout, No, miſs, Fl. fend it you to- 

morrow. 

Miß. Well, well: to-morrow” s a new day; but 

I ſuppoſe you mean to-morrow come never. 
Neverout, O! *tis the prettieſt thing: I aſſure 
you, there came > but two of them over in three | 
hes. 
Ms. Would [ could ſee 3 it, quoth blind Hoh: 
But why did you not WIE me a Preſent of ſnuff 
this morning ? 

Neverout. Becauſe, miſs, you never aſk'd me; 
and, tis an ill dog that's not worth whiſtling for. 
A. Sparkiſh. [to Lady Anſw.] Pray, madam, 
how came your ladyſhip laſt Thurſday to go to 
that odious puppet-ſhow ? _ 
Col. Why, to be ſure, her ladyſhip went to ſee, 
and to be ſeen. 

Lady Anſw. You have made a fine ſpeech, colo- 
nel: pray? what will you take for your mouth- 
piece? 

Lad. Spark hh. Take that, colonel : but, pray, 
madam, was my lady Snuff thera? - OF 7 ſhe's 
exremely handſome, _ 

v4 Lady 


days are over. 
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Lady Smart. They muſt not lee with my eyes, 
that think ſo, 
NMeverout. She may paſs muſter well enough. 
Lady Anſw. Pray, how old do you take her 0 
a be? 
Col. Why, about five or ſix and twenty. 
Miſs. I ſwear ſhe's no chicken; ſhe's on the 
wrong ſide of thirty, if the be a day. 
Lady An ſiob. Depend upon it, ſhe i never ſec 
| five and thirty, and a bit to FIR 
Col. Why they fay, ſhe's one of the chief toaſt; 
in town. Go 
: Lady Smart. Ay, when all the reſt are out of it, 
Miſs. Well; I woudu't be a 5 tick = ſae's poop 
for all the Souls 
| Lady Anſio. She looks as if butter wad t melt 
in her mouth, but I warrant, cheeſe won't choak 
her. I hear my! lord W hat d' ye call him! is court- 
ing her. 
"Ld. Sparkiſh. What lord d ye mean, Tom? 
Miß. Why, my lord, I ſuppoſe Mr. Neverout 
means the lord of the Lord knows w hat. 
Col. They ſay ſhe dances very fine. 
Lady Anſw. She did ; but 1 k her dancing 


Col. I can't 8 her for her radenefs to me. 
Lady Smart. Well; but you muſt forget and 
forgive, 1 3 
Footman comes in. 
Lady Smart. Did you call Betty? 
Foolmau. She's coming, madam. 
Lady Smart. Coming! ay, ſo is Chriſtmas. 
„ Belil 
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Betty es Dh, 


Lady Smart. Come, get ready my things. Where 
has the wench been theſe three hours? 

Betty. Madam, I can't go faſter than my hes 
mil carry me. 4 

Lady Smart. Ay, thou haſt a head, and ſo has a 
pin. But, my lord, all the town has it, that Miſs 
Caper is to be married to Sir Peter Giball ; one 
thing is certain, that: ſhe has promiſed to hive 
him. 


1d. Spark iſh. Why, madam, you know, * 
miſes are either broken or kept. | 

Lady Av „eo. I beg your pardon, my lord; pro- 
miſes and pye-cruſt are made to be broken. 

Lady Smart. Nay, I had it from my lady Carry- 
le s own mouth. I tell you my tale and my 


tale's author; if it be a lie, you had 1t as cheap 
Ind. 


Lady Anfw. She and I had ſome words laſt Sun- 
day at church ; but I think I gave her her own. 

Lady Smart. Her tongue runs like the clapper 
of a mill; the talks eee for herſelf and all the 
company, _ 95 
. Neveront. And yet ſhe ſimpers like a firmity- 
ele. 


Miſs looking in a glaſs. 
Miſs. Lord, how my head is dreſt to-day! 
Col. Oh, madam! a good face needs no band. 
Miſs. No; and a bad one deſerves none. 


15 before you die. 
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Col. Pray, miſs, where is your old acquaintance, 
Mrs. Wayward? 
Mzſs. Why, where ſhould ſhe be? you muſt 


needs know; ſhe's in her ſkin. 


Col. I can Aer that: what if you were as far 
out as ſhe's in ?— 
Mf. Well, I promis d to g⁰ this evening to 


Hyde-Park on the water; but I proteſt Tin half 
afraid. 


Neverout. Never fear, miſs; you hve the old 


. on your ſide, Naught's ne'er in danger, 


Col. Why, miſs, let Tom Neverout wait on you; 


and then I warrant, you l be as ſafe as a thief ina 
mill; for you know, He that 8 born t to be hang ch 
will never be drowned. 


Neverout, Thank you, colonel, for your good 


word; but faith, if ever I hang, it ſhall be about a 
fair bs” s neck. 


Lady Smart. Who's there? Bid the children be 


quiet, and not laugh ſo loud. 


Lady Anſw, Oh! madam, let em n laugh, they pl 


ne'er laugh younger. 


Neverout. Miſs, I'll tell vou a ſecret, if you vis 


promiſe never to tell it again. 


Mr iſe. No, to be ſure; [il tell it to > nobody but 


friends and ſtrangers. 


Neverout. Why then, there” s ſome dirt in my 
tea- cup. 


Miſs. Come, come, the more there's in't, the 


more there's on't. 


Lady Anſw. Poh! you muſt eat a a peck « of din 


Gul 
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Col. Ay, ay; it goes all one way. 

Mverout. Pray, miſs, what's a clock? 

Miſs. Why, you muſt know, tis a thing like a 
bell, and you are a fool that can't tell. 

Neverout. [to Lady Anſw.| Pray, madam, do 
you tell me; for I have let my watch run down. 
Lady Anſi. Why, tis half an hour Pt hang- 
ing-time. 
Col. Well; I'm like the butcher that was look- 
| ing for his knife, and had it in his mouth: I have 
been ſearching my pockets for my ſnutt-box, and, 
egad, here it is in my hand. 
Mzje. If it had been a bear, it would have bit 
you, colonel : well, I with I had ſueh a ſnuff-box. 
Neverout. You'll be long enough before you | 
with your ſkin full of eyelet-holes. 

Col. Wiſh in one hand— 

Mz iſs. Out upon you : Lord, what can the man 
men? 

Ld. Sparki iſh. This tea 1s very hot. 

Lady Anfeo. Why, it came from a hot place, 

| my lord. 25 


Colonel ſpills his tea. 


Lach Smart. That 8 as well done as if Thad done 
it myſelf. 
Col. Madam, I find you live by il neighbours, 5 
when you are forc'd to praiſe yourſelf. 

| Lady Smart. So they pray 'd me to tell you. 
Neverout. Well, I won't drink a drop more; if 
do, 'twill go down like chopt hay. 


N Pray, don t ay no, till you are aſked. 
Neverout. 


1 dent laſt night at St. James's Park. 


queen Beis, | 
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 Neverout, Well, what Fo pleaſe, and the ref 


again. 


Miſs ftroping for a pin. 
Miſs. T have heard 'em ſay, that a pin a Gay i; 
a groat a year, Well, as I hope to be married, 
forgive me for ſwearing, I vow 'tis a needle. 
----Coh Oh! the Wonder fel works of nature, chat a 
black hen ſhould lay a white egg! 
Neverout. What! you have found a mare” s neſt, 
and laugh at the . 
Mis. Pray TOE your breath to cool your por- 
ridge. et 
| Newerout. Miſs, there was a very pleaſant acci- 


Mr fs. Fro Lady Smart. ] What was it t your 1 
ſhip was going to ſay juſt now? : 
Neverout, Well, miſs; tell a mare a tale 
Miſs. J find you love to hear yourſelf talk. 
Neverout. W hy, if you won't hear my tale, Fil 
Ys Oc. 

Miſs. Out upon you, for a filthy creature ! 
Neverout. What, miſs! muſt I tell you a ſtory, 
and find you ears? 
TY Spark ih. [to Lady Smart] Pray, madam, 
don't you think Mrs. Spendall very genteel? _ 
: Lady Smart. Why, my lord, I think ſhe was 
cut out for a gentlewoman, but ſhe was ſpoil'd in 
the making: ſhe wears her cloaths as if they were 
thrown on her with a pitch-fork ; and, for the 
2 faſhion, 2 believe Wer were made in the reign of 


Ne J Wl if 
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Moerout. Well, that's neither here nor there; 


for you know, the more carelels the more modiſh. 
Col. Well, I'd hold a wager there will be a match 


between her and Dick Dolt : and I believe I can 


ſee as far into a millſtone as another man. 


Miſs. Colonel, I muſt beg your pardon a thou- 
ſand times; but they ſay, an old ape has an old eye. 
Neverout. Miſs, what do you mean! youll ſpoil 


the colonel's marriage, if you call him old. 


Col. Not ſo old, nor . 10 cold—You know the 


reſt, miſs. 
Miſs. Manners is a 11 thing, ay. 


Col. Faith, miſs, depend upon't, Th give you 


as good as you bring : what ! if ye give a Jeſt, 
you mult take a jeſt. 


Lady Smart. Well, Mr. Nene you oy ne'er 


have done till you break that kuife, and then the 


man won't take it again. 


Miſs. Why, madam, fools will be Ss 1 


wiſh he may cut his fingers. I hope you can ſee 


your own blood without fainting. _ 

Meverout. Why, mils, you ſhine this morning 
like a ſh—n barn-door : you 'Il never hold out at 

| this rate; pray fave a little wit for to-morrow. 
Miſs. Well, you have ſaid your fay; if people 

will be rude, I have done; my comfort is, twill 

be all one a thouſand year hence. 


| Neverout, Miſs, you have ſhot your SF 1 find 


you muſt have the laſt word—Well, I'll go to the 
opera to-night—No, I can't neither, for I have 
lome buſineſs and yet I think I muſt ; for I pro- 
mis'd to ſquire the counteſs to her hos. 


2M 
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; 149 
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Miſs. The counteſs of Puddledock, I ſuppoſe, 


 Neverout. Peace, or war, miſs? 
Lady Smart. Well, Mr. Neverout, Font "ll never 


be mad, you are of ſo many minds. 


As Mi 7 rifee, the chair falls behind her. 


M; Iſs. Well; 1 ſhan't be * this 
year. n 
| Newerout. No, mils. * 'tis worſe than that ; ; you 
won't be married this year. | 
 Mife. Lord! TR make me laugh, tho! T ant 
well. Pon 


Mora, as 2 if i Is Panding, pulls her 2 of 
| bis lap. 


Neverout. Now, Colonel, come ſit down « on my 
lap ; more ſacks upon the mill. 
Mi. Let me 03 ar'n't you ſorry for my 
heavineſs? 19 
VNMeverout. No, miſs; you are very För but 1 

don't fay you are a light mw Pray take up the 
chair for your pains. 

Miſs. "Tis but one body 8 labour, you may do i 


. yourſelf ; I wiſh you would be quiet, you have more 


tricks than a dancing bear. 


Neverout r hy: to take up the chair, and M. ys fits 


in DIS. 


| Neverout. You woud' dt be ſo ſoon in my grave, 
madam. 


Miſs. Lord! I have torn my petticoat with you 
4 o odious 


1 


n 


"OUT 
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odious romping; my rents are coming in; Pm 
| afraid I ſhall fall into the ragman's hands. 


Neverout. I'll mend it, miſs. 
_ Miſs. You mend it! go, teach your grannam to 
ſuck eggs. 

Neverout. Why, miſs, you are fo 1 1 could 
find in my heart to hate you. 

 Mifs. With all my heart; there will be no love 
loſt between us. 

Neverout. But pray, my lady ex: does not 
miſs look as if ſhe could eat me without falt? _ 

Mit. IN make you one day {up ſorrow for this. 

Neverout. Well, follow your own way, you 1 
live the longer. 

Me. See, madam, how well 1 mended } it. 

Lady Smart. "Tis indifferent, as Doll danc'd. 

Neverout. Twill laſt as many nights as days. 

Mig. Well, I knew it ſhould never have your 
good word. 


Lady Smart. My lord, my lady Aufrrerall and I 


was walking in the Park laſt night till near eleven 3 


twas a very fine night. 
Neverout. Egad, fo was I; and T'll tell you os 


comical accident ; egad, I loſt my underſtanding. 


Mit. I'm glad you had any to loſe. 
Lady Smart. Well, but what do you mean ? 
Neverout, Egad, I kick d my foot againſt a 
ſtone, and tore off the heel of my ſhoe, and was 
forc'd to limp to a cobler in the Pall-mall to have 
it put on. Lie, he, he, he. [All laugh. 
Col. Oh! 'twas a delicate ce torun away with 
mother man's wife. 


Neverout - 
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Ne eon 2 NCCUCE. 


Mi iſs God bleſs you ! if you han't taken fault, 

Neverout. Why, what if I have, miſs}? 

Mie. Why then, the duce take you! 

Neverout. Mis, 1 want that nn ring of 
Yours. 

NM. * Why then, want) 8 like to be your mate 


* Neverout ibis at foe ring. 


Neverout. Ay, marry, this 1 is not only, but alſo; 
where did you get it? 


Miſs. Why, where twas to be had; where the 
devil got the friar. 

Neverout. Well; if I had ſuch a | fine diamond. | 
ring, I woudn't ſtay a day in England : but you 
know, far-fetch'd and dear-bought is fit for ladies, 
I warrant, this coſt your father two-pence halt- 
penny. . L 


Mz if fi itting between Newerout and the Colon, 


Miſs. Well ; here's a roſe between two nettles. 
| Newerout. Ns. madam ; with ſubmiſtion, here's 
a neitle between two ig 


Colonel firetching himſelf, 


Lady Smart. Why, colonel, you break the kings 
laws; you ſtretch without a halter. 

Lady Anſav. Colonel, ſome ladies of your ac- 
quaintance have promis'd to breakfaſt with you, and 
I am to wait on them; what will you give us? 


Col. 
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Col. Why, faith, madam, batchelors fare ; bread 
and cheeſe and kiſſes. 

Lady Anſw. Poh ! what have you Waibel to 
do with your money, but to treat the ladies? you 
have nothing to keep, but your own four quarters. 

Lady Smart. My lord, has captain Brag the ho- 
nour to be related to your lordſhip ? 

Id. Sparkiſh. Very nearly, madam ; he s my 


couſin-german quite remov d. 

Lady Anfw. Pray, is he not rich? ©” 

L. 8 iſh. Ay, a rich rogue, two ſhirts and a 
rag. 

Gl. Well, however, they lay he has a great 
eſtate, but only the right owner keeps him out 
ek it. 
| Lady Smart. What religion is he of? 

14. Sparkiſh. Why he is an Anythingarian. 


Lad) Anſw. I believe he has his religion to 
chooſe, my lord. 


Neverout ſcratches bis bead. 


AM 5 Fie, Mr. Ne verout, ar'n't you Aham d! 
W 1 beg pardon for the expreſſion, but I'm afraid your 
| boſom-friends are become your back-biters, 
Neverout. Well, miſs, I ſaw a flea once in your 
| pinner, and a louſe is a man's companion, but a 
lea is a dog's companion: however, I wiſh you 
”m_ ſcratch my neck with your pretty white 
| land, 


Miſt. And who would be fool then? I wou'dn't 


touch a man's fleſh for the univerſe. You have + 


e che 
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the wrong ſow by the year, 1 aſſure you; that's 
meat for your maſter. 

Neverout. Miſs Notable, all quarrels laid aſide, 
pray ſtep hither for a moment. 
Mi 6. I'll waſh my hands and wait on you, Sir; 
but pray come hither, and try to open this lock. 
Neverout. We'll try what we can do. 

Miſs. We! What have you Pigs in Four 
belly ? 

Neverout. Miſs, I aſſure you, Lam very handy 
at all things. 

Miſs. Marry, hang them that can't give Re | 
ſelves a good word: I believe you may have an 
even hand to throw a louſe in the fire. 

Col. Well, I muſt be plain; here s a very bad 
ſmell. _ 
Miſs. Perhaps, colonel, the fox | is the finder, 
| Neverout. No, colonel ; tis only: your tecth 
againſt rain : but— | 

Miſs. Colonel, I find you would make a very 
bad poor man's low. 


Colonel coug bing. 


| Col. J have got a fad cold. 
Lady Anſw. Ay; *tis well if one can get any 
thing theſe hard times. 

Miſe. | To Col. I Choak, chicken, there? s more 
a hatching. 

Lady Smart. Pr a, colon] how did you get that 
cold ? 

Lady Spark iſh. Why, es ng I ſuppoſe the c0- 


lone] got 1 it by lying 2 bed barcioot, 


DIALOGUE I. 307 

Lady Anſw. Why then, colonel, you muſt take 
it for better for worſe, as a man takes his wife. 
Col. Well, ladies, I apprehend | you without | a 
conſtable. Eo 
Miſs. Mr. Neverout! Mr. Neverout ! come hi- 
ther this moment. 5 
Lady Smart. imitating her.] Mr. Neverout! Mr, 
Neverout ! I wiſh he were tied to your girdle. 
Neverout. What s the matter! whoſe mare's dead 
now? 
M. ifs. Take your labour for your pains; you 
may go back again, like a fool as you came. 
 Neverout. Well, miſs, if you deceive me a ſe- 
cond time, tis my fault. 5 
Lady Smart. Colonel, methinks your coat is too 
- hore; 
Col. It will be long rough before 1 get another, 
| madam. 

Miſs. Come, come; the coat's a good coat, and 
come of good friends. os 

Neveront, Ladies, you are miſtaken i in the ſtuff; 
tis half ſilk. 

Col. Tom Neverout, you are a fool, and that' . 
Four: fault. | 


A great n noiſe below. 


Lech Smart. Hey! what a clattering is here! 
one would think hell was broke looſe. 

M. Indeed, madam, 1 muſt take my leave, 
— | 
| Lady Smart. What! you are ſick of the mulli- 


grubs with _ chopt hay? TT 
X 2 Mis, 


Wi 
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Mit. No, indeed, madam ; I'm ſick and hungry 
more need of a cook than a 3 | 

Lady Anfev. Poor miſs! ſhe's ſick as a cuſhion 
ſhe wants nothing but ſtuffing. 

Col. If you are lick, you ſhall have a auale of 
calf's eggs. 

Neverout. I can't find my gloves. 

M/s. | ſaw the dog running away with bone 
dirty thing a while ago. | 
Col. Miſs, you have got my handkerchief; pray, 

let me have it. ” 

Lady Smart. No; ie * ni ; for they ſay, 
poſſeſſion i is eleven points of the law. i 

Miſs. Madam, he ſhall neer have it again; tis 
in huckfters hands. 

Lady Anſw. What! I ſee tis raining again, 

Ld. Sharkiſh, Why, then, madam, we mult do 
as they do in Spain. 

Miſs. Pray, my lord, how is that? 

LA. Spark/h. Why, madam, we muſt let it rail, 


M; iſe WW, b; pers Lady 8 mart. 


Never out. There's no whiſpering, but there's lying. 
Miß. Lord Mr. Neverout, you are as pert a5 
a pear-monger this morning. 
Neverout. Indeed, miſs, you are very handſome. 
Miſs, Poh! I know that already; tell me news. 


Somebody knocks at the door. 
Footman comes _— 
"Fit [to Col.] An' pleaſe your honour, there“ 


2 man below wants to ſpeak to you. 
1 


Co. 
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Col. Ladies, your — for a minute. 
| Col. goes out, 

Lady Smart. Miſs [ ſent velterdiy: to know how 
you did, but you were gone abroad early. 
Mie. Why, indeed, madam, I was hunch'd up 
in a hackney-coach with three country acquaint- 
ance, who called upon me to take the air as far as 
Highgate. 

Lady Smart. And had you a pleaſant airing? 

| Miſs. No, madam; it rained all the time; 1 
was jolted to death, and the road was ſo bad, that 
1 ſereamed every moment, and called to the coach- 
man, Pray, friend, don't ſpill us. 


Neverout. So, miſs, you were afraid, that pride 
wou'd have a fall. 


M iſs. Mr. Neverout, i 1 want a fool, Pl 
E ſend for you. 


1d. Sparkiſh. Miſs, did'n't your left ear burn 
| haſt night? 

_Mifs, Pray why, my lord? 

Ld. Sparkiſh. Becauſe I was then in ſome com- 


pany where you were extoll' d to the Kies, I aſſure 
you. 


Miſs. My lord, that was more their goodneſs 
than my deſert. 


1d. Sparkiſh. They f ſaid, that you were a com- 
plete beauty. 


Mie. My lord, I am as God made me. 


Lady Smart. The girl's well enough, if the had. 
but another noſe. 


M; 47. Oh! madam, I know I ſhall always have 
85 * 12 pour 
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your good word ; you love to help a lame dog 
over the ſtile. 


One fenocks, 


Lady Smart. Who's there? you're on the wrong 
ſide of the door; come in, if you be fat. 


Colonel comes in Gain. 


LA. Sparki ih. Why, colonel, you are a man mn of 
| great buſineſs, 
'ol. Ay, ay, my lord, I'm ke my lord-ma vors J 
| fool; full of buſineſs, and nothing to do. 
Lady Smart. My lord, don't you think the c co- 
lonel's mightily fall'n away of late? 
Id. Sparkiſh. Ay, fall'n from a horſc-load to 1 
cart-load. | 
Col. Why, my lord, end 1 I am like a rabbit 
fat and lean in four and twenty hours. 
Lady Smart, I aſſure you, the eolonel W alls 18 
ſtraight as a pin. 


M; lik Tes; he 8 4 handfome-body' d man in the 
Fa ce. 
5 Neverout. A handſome foot and leg: God-a- 
mercy ſhoe and ſtocking ! 
Col. What! three upon one! that's foul plas : 
this would make a parſon ſwear. 
 Neverout. Why, miſs, what's the matter? you 
look as if you had neither won nor loſt. 
Col. Why, you muſt know, miſs lives upon 
love. | 
Miſe, Yes, upon love 10 HAPs of the cup- 


board. 
Lah 


” . WP 


IC 


* 
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Lady Anſw. Ay; they ſay love and peas-por- 


ridge are two dangerous things; one breaks the 
| heart, and the other the belly. 


. ah [imilating Lady Anfeverall 0 tone) Very 
pretty ! one breaks the heart, and the other the 
belly. | 
Lady An W. Have a care; they 2 mocking is 


catching. 


Mijfs. I never het that. 


 Neverout, Why, then, miſs, you have a ria e 
— more than ever you had before. 

Mi iſs. Well; live and learn. 

 Neverout. Ay ; and be hang'd and forget "RS 
Miſs. Well, Mr. Neverout, take it as you pleaſe; | 


| but, I ſwear, you are a ſaucy lack, to uſe ſuch ex- 


preſſions, 
Neverout. Why then, alle, if you g0 to that, I 
muſt tell you there's ne'er a jack but there's a jill. 
Miſs. Oh! Mr. Neverout, every body knows 
that you are the pink of courteſy. _ 
| Neverout. And, miſs, all the world allows, that 
you are the ger of civility. ; 
Lady Smart. Miſs, I hear there was a great deal 
of company where you Wilier laſt DONE) Fray. x 
who were they? 
Mie. Why, there was old lady Forward, wil 


To-and-again, Sir John Ogle, 955 lady Clap Per, 
and I, quoth the dog. 


Col. Was your viſit long, miſs? 
Mifs. Why, truly, they went all to the opera 5 * 
and ſo Poor W Aba came home alone. 


X 4 8 MNeverou. 
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Neverout. Alack a-day, poor miſs! methinks it 
grieves me to pity you. 
Miſs. What! you think, you ſaid a fine thing 
now ; well, if I had a " with no more wit, 1 

5 woald hang him. 
Id. Smart. Miſs, if it is manners, may 1 aſk 
which is oldeſt, you or lady Scuttle ? 
Miß. Why, my lord, when I die for age, ſhe 
may quake for fear. 
Lady Smart. She's a very great gadder abroad. 
Lady Anfew. Lord! ſhe made me follow her laſt 
week through all the ſhops like * a Tantiny pig. 
Lady Smart. I remember, you told me, you 
had been with her from Dan to Beerſheba? 


Colonel Pots 


Cel, Lord! I ſhall die; I cannot ſpit from me. 
Mic. Oh! Mr. Neverout, my little Counteſs 
has juſt litter d; ſpeak me fair, and PII ſet you 
down for a puppy- 
Neverout. Why, miſs, if [ ſpeak you fair, per- 
haps I mayn't tell truth. 
Ia. Sparkijh. Ay, but Tom, ſmoke that, ſhe | 
calls you puppy by craft. 
Neverout. Well, miſs, you ride the fore-horſe 
to-day. 
. Ay, many a one : ſays well, that thinks ill 


. Anthony's 3 pig : it being fabled of St. Anthony the Her- 
mit, that he wrought a miraculous ' cure on a hog, it became a cul- 
tom in ſeveral places to tie a bell about the neck of a pig, and main- 
tain it at the common charge, in honour to his memory: Hence the 
proverb, 8 FRE like a 8 Pig. 


Ne veroul. 
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Neverout. Fie, miſs; you ſaid that once before; 
and, you know, too much of one thing is good for 
nothing. 
| Miſe. Why, ſure, we can 4 ſay a ou thing too 
often. 
Ld. Sparkiſh. Well, ſo much for that, and butter 
for fiſh ; let us call another cauſe. Pray, madam, 
| does your ladyſhip knows Mrs. Nice? 
Lady Smart. Perfectly well, my lord; the” s nice 
by name, and nice by nature. 
Id. Sparkifh. Is it poſſible ſhe could take that 
booby Tom Blunder for love? 
| Miſs. She had good {kill in horſe-fleſh, that 
would chooſe a gooſe to ride on. 
| Lady Anfw. Why, my lord, 'twas her fate 5 
they ſay, marriage and hanging go by deſtiny. 
Col. I believe ſhe'll never be burnt for a witch. 
ILA. Sparkiſh. They ſay, marriages are made in 
heaven; but I doubt, when ſhe was married, the 
| had no friend there. 
| Neverout. Well, ſhe's got out of God's bleſſing 
| into the warm ſun. 
Col. The fellow's well enough, if he had any 
| guts in his brains. 
| Lady Smart. They ſay, thereby hangs a tale. 
£4. Spark iſh. Why, he's a mere e hobbledehoy, 
neither a man nor a boy. 
Miſs. Well, if 1 were to chooſe a nite; I 
would never ho married to a little man. 
| Neverout. Pray, why ſo, miſs? for they ſay, of 
all evils we ought to chooſe the leaſt, 


\1 


| N76. Becauſe folks would ſay, when they ſaw _ 


us 


1 
N 
Q 
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the Mall to-morrow night? 


the better day, the better deed. 


like lady Fruzz ? 


you're young. 
you go to the park this evening? 
liver; but not with you. 


not two; I'm afraid I ſhall get A fit of the head- 
ach rdf 


with a fright. 
ladyſhip's lappets is longer than tother. 


. trotting-horſe will ne'er perceive it. 


it me to a hair. 


us together, There goes the woman and her huf. 
band. 
Col. [to Lady Smart] Will your ladyſhip be on 
Lady Smart. No, that won't be proper; 3 you 
know to-morrow 's Sunday. 


Lord Sparkiſh. What then, madam ? they N 


Lady Anſw. Pray, Mr. Neverout, how do you 


Neverout. Pox on her! ſhe' s as old a8 Poles * 


Miſs. So will you be, it you ben't hang d when 
Neverout. Come, miſs, let us be friends: will 
Miſs. With all my heart, and a Piece of my 


Lady Smart. I'll tell you one thing, and that's 


Col. Oh! madam, don't be afraid it comes 
 Mifs. [to Lady Anfeverall, ] Madam, one of your 
Lady Anſw. Well, no matter; they that ride on 


Neverout. Indeed, mils, your lappets han 9 worſe. 
_ Miſs. Well, I lone a liar in my heart, and you 


For St. Paul's ehurch. 
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Miſs riſes up. 

Neverout. Duce take you, miſs; you trod on 
my foot : I hope you don't intend to come to my 
bed-ſide. 

Miſs. In troth, you are afraid of your friends, 
and none of them near you. 


Ld. Spark ih, Well ſaid, girl! [giving her a 


chuck] take that ; they ſay, ; a chuck under the chin 
1s worth two . 


Lady Anſab. But, Mr. Neverout, I wonder why 
ſuch a handſome, ſtraight, young N as 
you, don't get ſome rich widow. 


ILA. Sparkiſh. Straight! ay, ſtraight as my leg 


and that's crooked at knee. 


Neverout. Faith, madam, if it rain d rich wi- 


| dows, none of them would fall upon me. Egad, 
| Iwas born under a threepenny planet, never to be 


worth a groat. 
Lady Anfewo, No, Mr. Neverout ; 1 believe you 


were born with a caul on your head; you are 


ſuch a favourite among the ladies : but what think 
| you of widow Prim? ſhe's immenſely rich. 


| Newerout.. Hang her! they lay her father was a 


Lady Smart. Ay; but it is not, what is ; the, but 
what has ſhe, now-a-days. 

Col. Tom, faith, put on a bold face for once, 
and have at the widow. I'll 1 a good word tor 
you to her. 

Lady Anſav. Ay; : FE warrant, you'll ſpeak one 
word for him, and two for yourlelf. 


7 I ifs, 


416 POLITE CONVERSATION. 


Mis. Well; J had that at my tongue's end. 
Lady ef. Why, miſs, uy lay, good witz 
Jump. 
Meverout. Faith, madam, 1 had rather marry 8 
woman I lov'd, in her ſmock, than widow Prim, 
if ſhe had her weight in gold. 
Lady Smart. Come, come, Mr. Neverout, mar- 
riage is honourable, but houſekeeping is a ſhrew. 
Lady Anfw. Conſider, Mr. Neverout, four bare 
legs in a bed; and you are a younger brother. 
Col. Well, madam; the younger brother is the 
better gentleman : r Tom, I would adviſe 
you to look before you leap. 
wy Spark b. The colonel n true; beſ⸗ des, 
you can't expect to wive and thrive in the {ame 
"Doan. 
Mis. | budderi 1 Lord! there” $ ſomebody 
walking over my grave. 
Col. Pray, lady Anſwerall, where was you laſt 
Wedneſday, when I did myſelf the honour to wait 
on you? 1 think your ladyſhip is one of the tribe 
of Gad. 

Lady Anfw. Why, colonel, I was at church. 
Col. Nay, then will I be hang d, and wy horle 
too. 
Meverout. I believe her ladyſhip was at a church 

with a chimney | _—_ 

My/s. Lord, my petticoat how it hangt by 
jommetry! 
Neveroui. Perhaps the fault may be in your 
ſhape. tg 
M. fe heli gravely] Come, Mr. Neverout, 


there $ 


there's no jeſt like the true jeſt ; but I ſuppoſe you 
think my back's broad enough to bear every thing. 
Neverout. Madam, I humbly beg your pardon. 
Miſs. Well, Sir, your pardon's granted. 
Neverout. Well, all things have an end, and a 
| — has two, up-up-on me-my-my word. 
 [utters. 
. ifs What ! Mr. Neverout, can't "0 1 58 
| without a ſpoon ? 


Id. Sparkijh. |to Lady Smart.] Has your lady- 


ſhip ſeen the ducheſs ſince your falling out? 

Lady Smart. Never, my lord, but once at a viſit 3 1 
and ſhe look' d at me as the devil look d over 1 
coln. 


Ne verout. Pots, mils, ke, pinch of my muff. 77 


Miſs. What ! you break my head, and give me 
a plaſter ; well, with all my heartz once, and not 
ufe it. 

Neverout. Well, miſs; if you wanted me and 
your victuals, you'd want your two beſt friends. 


Col. [to Neverout. ] Tom, miſs and you muſt 
kiſs and be friends. 


Men falutes M; if. 


N . Any thing for a quiet life: my 900 itch'd, I 
and I knew I ſhould drink wine, or kiſs a fool. 
Col. Well, Tom, if that ben't fair, hang fair. 
| Neverout, I never ſaid a rude thing to a lady in 
my life. 
| Mis, Here's a pin for that Tis: Fa — liars 
had need have good memories. Pr ay, colonel, 
Was not he very uncivil to me but juſt now? 
OS LY 
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Lady Anfew, Mr. Neverout, if miſs will be angry 
for nothing, take my counſel, and bid her turn the 
buckle of her girdle behind het. 

Neverout. Come, lady Anſwerall, I know better 
things ; miſs and I are good friends don't put 
tricks upon travellers. 

Col. Tom, not a word of the pudden, I beg) you. 

Lady Smart. Ah, colonel! you I never be 800d, 
nor then neither. 

I. Sparkiſh. Which of the of 8 dy'e TO 
good for ſomething, or good for nothing ? 

Mi. J have a bliſter on my tongue; 76 
don't remember I told a lie. 

Lady Anfw. I thought you did juſt now. 

Ld. Spark! ſh. Pray, madam, what did thouglt 
dof -- 

Lady Anfe. Well, for my life, I cannot con- 
ceive what your lordſhip means. 

Ld. Sparkiſh. Indeed, madam, I meant no harm. 

Lady Smart. No, to be fure, my lord ! you are 
as innocent as a devil of two years old. 
 Neverout. Madam, they ſay, ill doers are il 
deemers; 3 but I don't apply 1 it to your a 


Mi ifs mending a bole in ber lace. 


Miſs. Well, you ſee, 'm mending ; I hope ! 

ſhall be good in time; look, lady Anſwerall, is it 

not well mended? 

_ Lady Anſw. Ay, this is ſomething like a tanſy. 
Neverout. Faith, miſs, you have mended, as à 

_ tinker mends a kettle ; ſtop one hole, and make 

two. 


Laiy 
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much tann'd? 


Col. Ves, madam; but a cup of Chriſtmas ale 
will ſoon waſh it off. 


ſhip Bak þ Mrs. Fade is wise alter'd ſince her 


marriage? 


her cake: I hear ſhe's grown a mere otomy. 
ſet his foot upon her already. 
plumb. 


| very fond of her ſtill. 


. gold, he would give it her. 


Neverout. | to Lady Smart] Madam, have you 


ineo! 5 


in the world! Do you ſay it upon Rep? 


ugly phiz: and ſhe ſaw me look at her. 


rant it put her into the hipps. 

Neverout. 1 ſmoked her huge noſe, and, egad, 
ſhe put me in mind of the woodcock, that ſtrives 
* his Ong bill, and then thinks nobody ſees 
Im. eee 


Cul. 


Lady Smart. Pray, colonel, are you not very 


Ld. Spar l iſb. Lady Smart, does not your lady 
Lady Anſw. Why, my lord, ſhe was kann: 
in her time ; but ſhe cannot eat her cake and have 


Lady Smart. Poor creature ! the black Ox has 


Miſs. Ay; ſhe has quite loft the blue on the 
F Lady Smart. And yet, they fog, her huſband * 


Lady Anfeo. Oh! madam ; if ſhe would eat 


heard, that lady Quealy was lately at the playhouſe 


Lady Smart. What! lady Qucaſy of all women 


Neverout. Por, I ſaw her with my own eyes; 
he ſat among the mob in the gallery ; ; her own 


Col. Her ladyſhip was plaguily bamb' d; 2 war- 


| 
3 
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Col. Tom, I adviſe you, hold your tongue ; for 
you'll never ſay ſo good a thing again. 

Lady Smart. Miſs, what are you looking for ? 

Miß. Oh! madam; ; I have loſt the fineſt 
needle — 

Lady Anfw. Why, ſeek till you find it, ol 
then you won t loſe your labour. 

| Neverout. The loop of my hat is broke; how 


ſhall I mend it? [he faſtens it with a Vin] Well, 
hang him, ſay I, that has no ſhift. 


 Mifs. Ay, and hang him that has one too many, 
Neveroul. Oh! miſs; 3 1 have 2 a fad ſtory 


| of you. 


Miſs. I defy you, Mr. Neverout ; nobody can 


ſay, black's my eye. 


Neverout. J believe, you wiſh they could. 
| Miſs. Well; but who was your author? Come, 


tell truth, and ſhame the devil. 


Neverout. Come then, miſs ; gueſs who it was 


' that told me; come, put on your conſidering-cap, 


Miſs. Well, who was it? 

Neverout. Why, one that lives within a mile of 
an oak. 

Mig. Well, g0 hang yourſelf in your own gar- 


ters; for I'm ſure, the gallows groans for you. 


Neverout. Pretty miſs! I was but in jeſt 
Mi ifs, Well, but don't let that Tack | in your g 912 
zard. 
Col. My lord, Ades your lordſhip know Mrs, 
Talkall? 
Ld. Sparkiſh, Only by fight; but I hear the hu 
a great 
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a great deal of wit; and egad, as the ſaying 18, 


mettle to the back. 
Lady Smart. So 1 hear. 


can, faid ſhe ; and, egad, cry bo full in his face. 


laughing. 
Ld. Sparki kiſh. That was cuttin ig with a vengeance! 
And prithee how did the fool look EO 


like an owl 1 in an n ivy-buſh. 


A bet comes 777 fereaning. 


M. 7 Well, if chat child was mine, I'd whins 1 it 


ze, were near you, I would not be far from YOu. 

Lady Smart, Ay, ay; batchelors wives and maids 
va children are finely tutor'd. 
ap. Lady Anfw. Come to me, maſter; and I'll glve 


| you a ſugar-plumb. Why, mils, you forget that 
of ever you was a child yourſelf, [She gives the-child 
lan of 1 gar. JJ have heard * 'em ſn. boys will 


ar- lon g. 


Col, My lord, I ſuppoſe you know that Mr. Buz- 5 


| 2ard has married again. 


has been ſhod round. 
Ars, Col. Why, you mult know, ſhe Ez a IE 
mind to Dick Frontleſs, and thought to run away 


has with him; but her parents forced her to take the 


Teal old Flow for a good ſettlement. 


Ver. VIII. b La. 


Col. Why Dick Lubber faid to her t'other day, 
Madam, you can't cry bo to a gooſe : yes, but 


We all thought we chould break Our heart ts with 


Col. Look ! egad, he look d for all the world 


till the blood came; peace, you little vixen! if 1 


:- Lady Smart. This is his fourth wife; then he 
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Ld. Spark/h. So the man got his mare again, 
Ld. Smart. I'm told he ſaid a very good thing 
to Dick ; ſaid he, You think us old fellows are 
fools ; bur we old fellows know young fellows are 
fools. 
Col. I know nothing oft that; but I know, he's 8 
deviliſh old, and ſhie's very young. 
Lady An ini Why, they call that a match of the 
world's making. 
Mie. What if he had "DK young, and ſhe old! 
Neverout. Why, miſs, that would have been 2 
match of the devils making ; but when both are 
young, that” 8 a match of God's n 


| A Je arching er pockets for a thimble, brings out a | 


all, WET 


Neverout. Oh! mils, TOP A CATE 5 for if vou 
Carry a nutmeg in your pocket, you ll certainly be 
mar ried to an old man. 

Miſs. Well, and if J ever be 1 it ſhall be 
to an old man; they always make the beſt hul- 
bands ; and it is better to be an x old man's 's darling 
than a young man's warling. 

Neverout. Faith, mils, if you ſpeak as you think 
Ill give you my mother tor a maid. 


Lady Smart rings the elt 
Footman comes in. 


Lady Smart. Harkee, vou fellow ; run to my 
lady Match, and deſire ſhe will remember to be 
here at ſix, to play at quadrille: d'ye hear, if you 


tall I, the Way, don't ſtay to get up again. 
Footindth 


| 0 of, © RR. 


Co 


[? 


e 


follow your noſe; 0, enquire among the ſervants. 


that a good ſervant muſt always come when he's 


Him. | 


TH fetch you. down : 
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Footman. Madam, I don't know the houſe. 
Lady Smart. That's not for want of ignorance ; .. 


a 


! 
! 
„ 


Footman bes Gatt, and leaves 22 door Hen. 1 


Lady Smart. Here, come back, vou fellow; 
why did you leave the door open? Remember, 


call'd, do what he's bid, and {hut the door after 


The Footman goes out again, and fal 's docon flairs. 


Lady Anfw. Neck or nothing ; ; come down, or 
well, but I hope the poor 
ſellow has not ſav'd the hangman a labour. 
Neveront. Pray, madam, ſmoke miſs vonder, 
biting her lips, and playing with her fan. 
AM; if Who's that takes my name in vain ? 


She runs 1% to them, and alis an, 


Lady Smart. What, more falling ! do You in- 
tend the frolick ſhould go round? 

Lady Auſio. Why, miſs, I with you may not 
have broke her lady ſhip's floor. | 

Neverout, Mits, come to me, and I'll take you 
up. 

Lady Sparkifh, Well, bur, without a jeſt, I 
hope, miſs, you are not hurt. # 

Cd. Nay, ſhe muſt be hurt for certain; for you 
lee her head is all of a lump. 

Mis. Well, remember this, colonel, when I 
have money, and you have none, 5 


* 2 Lady 
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Lady Smart. But, colonel, when do you deſign | 
to get a houſe, and a wife, and a fire to put her 
oy: 
Miſs. Lord! who would be married to a ſoldier | 
and carry his knapſack ? 

Neverout, Oh, madam : Mars and Venus, you 
know. | 

Col. Egad, madam, 7d marry to-morrow, if ! 
thought could bury my wife juſt when the honey- 
moon is over; but they ſay, a woman has as many 
lives as a cat. 

Lady Anſeb. I find, the colonel thinks, a dead 
wife under the table is the beſt goods in a man's 
| Houſe. 4 
Lady Smart. O but, colonel, If you had a good 
wife, it would break your heart to part with her. 

Col. Yes, madam ; for they lay, he that has loſt 
his wife and ſixpence, has loſt a teſter. 

Lady Smart. But, colonel, they fay, that every | 
married man ſhould believe there's but one good 

wife in the world, and that's his own. 
Col. For all that, I doubt, a good wife muſt be 
beſpoke ; for there's none ready made. 

Miſs. J ſuppoſe, the gentleman's a woman-hater; 
but, Sir, I think you ought to remember, that you 

had a mother: and pray, if it had not been for a 
woman, where would you have been, colonel! 
Col. Nay, miſs, you cry'd whore firtt, when you | 

talk d of the knaplack. _ 
Lady Anſw. But I hope you won't blame the 
Whole ſex, becauſe ſome are bad, 
3”  Nevwerolth 
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Neverout. And they ſay, he that hates woman, 
ſuck'd a ſow. 

Col. Oh! madam ; there's no general rule with- 
out an exception. 

Lady Smart. Then, Ry, don? t you marry, and 
ſettle ? 

Col. Egad, madam, there“ s nothing will ſettle 
me but a bullet. 

Lad. Sparkiſh. Well, colonel, there's one com- 
fort, that you need not fear a cannon- bullet. 

Col. Why ſo, my lord? 

Ld. Sparkiſh. Becauſe they ſay, he was curs'd! in 
his mother's belly that was kill d bya cannon- 

bullet. 

Vi. 1 ſuppoſe, the colonel was croſs 4: in his 
firſt love, which makes him ſo ſevere on all the 
ſex. 

Lady Anſw. Ves; and Tl hold a hundred to 
one, that the colonel has been over head and ears 
| in love with lome lady that has made his heart 
ake, 

Col. Oh! madam, we ſoldiers are admirers of 
all the fair ſex. 

Miſs. 1 wiſh I could fe the colonel in hows till 
he was ready to die. 

Lady Smart. Ay; but * doubt, few people die 
for love in theſe days. 

Neverout. Well, I confeſs, 1 differ from the co- 
lonel; for I hope to have a rich and a handſome 
wife yet before I die. 

Col. Ay, Tom; live horſe, and thou ſhalt have 
praſs, 
b 25. Miſs 
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Miſs. Well, colonel ; but, whatever you ſay 


againſt women, they are better creatures than men ; 


for men were made of clay, but woman was made 


of man. 
Col. Miſs, you may ſay What you ls; but, 
faith, you ll never lead apes in hell. 
 Newverout, No, no; Ill be ſworn miſs has net 
an inch of nun's fleſh about her. 
Miſs. J underftumble you, gentlemen. 
Neverout. Madam, your humble-cum-dumble. 


Ld. Sparkiſh. Pray, miſs, when did you ſee your 


old acquaintance Mrs. e you and ſhe are 
two, I hear. 8 

. 7/5. Sec her ! marry, + don't care whether! 
ever ſee her again; God bleſs my eye-ſight. 


Lady Au ee. Lord! why ſhe and you were a8 


great as two inkle-weavers. I've ſeen her hug you 


as the devil hugg'd the witch. 


Miſs. That's true; but I'm told for certain, ſhe's 


no better than ſhe ho! auld be. 5 
Lady Smart, Well, God mend us all; but you 


muſt allow, the world is very cenſorious; I never 


heard that ſhe was a naughty PRC. 


Col. [to Neveront.| Come, Sir Thomas, when 


the king plcaſes, when do you intend to march! 
Id. Sparkiſh. Have patience. Tom, is your 
friend Ned Rattle married? 


Neveraut. Yes, faith, my lord; he Has: ticd 4 


knot with his tongue, that he can never untie with 
his teeth. 


- Texture; 


45 


Lady Smart, Ah! ATP in bade, and repent at 
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Lady Anfw. Has he got a good fortune with his 
lady? for they ſay, ſomething has ſome favour, but 


nothing has no flavour. 


Neverout. Faith, madam, all he gets by her 


he may put into his eye and lee never the 
worle. 


Miſs. Then, 1 believe, he heartily withes her 


IN Abraham' 8 boſom. 


"Col. Pray, my lord, how does 0 harles Limber 


and his! fine wife Sgree ” 


Ld, Spar Lib. Why, they ſay, he's the greateſt 


Tcxola in town. 


everout. Oh! but my lord, you ſhould always 


except my lord mayor. 
_ Miſs, Mr. Neverout. 
Neverout. Hay, madam, did you call me ? 
Miſs. Hay! why hay 1s for horſes. 
Neverout. W. hy, miſs, then you may kife— 
Col. Pray, my lord, what's o clock by your 
oracle ? 


Ld. Sparkiſh. Faith, I can't tell, I think my 


watch runs upon wheels. 
Neverout. Mifs, pray be fo kind to call a favs 


vant to bring me a glaſs of ſmall beer: I know you 


are at home here. 


| Mifs, Every fool can do as they' re bid: make 


a page of your own age, and do it yourſelf. 


Neveront. Chooſe, proud fool; I did but aſk 


jou. 


1 Mie. 
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Miſs puts her band upon her knee. 


Neverout, What! miſs, are you thinking of 
your ſweet-heart? is your garter {lipping down? 
Mie. Pray, Mr. Neverout, keep your breath 
to cool your porridge ; you meaſure my corn by 
your buſhel. 

Neverout. Indeed, miſs, you lie 

Miſs. Did you ever hear any thing ſo rude ! 

Neverout, I mean, you loader a miſtake, 

. If a thouſand lies could choak you, vou 
would have been choaked many a day ago. 


Miſs Aries to fnatch Mi. Neverout ſu br. 


Neverout. Madam, you miſſed that, as vou 
miſs d your mother 8 blefling 


She tries agaim, and 72 fe FIN 


3 Snap mort makes you lock ſo Ican, 
mils.” 
Miſs. Poh! you are fo robuſtious, you had like 
to put out my eye; I allure You, if you blind me, 
you muſt lead me. 
Tad Smart. Dear miſs, be quiet; and bring 
me a pincuſhion out of that cloſet. _ 


Miſe opens the cliſet-docy and fili. 


_ Lady Smart. Lord bleſs the girl! what's the 
matter now? 


Miſs 
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Miſs. 1 vow, madam, I ſaw ſomething in black; 
| thought it was a ſpirit. 

Col. Why, miſs, did you ever fee a ſpirit? ? 

Miſs. No, Sir; I thank God I never ſaw any 
thing worſe than myſelf. 

Neverout. Well, I did a very fooliſh thing yel- 
terday, and was a great puppy for my pains. | 
 Mijs. Very likely; for they lay, many a true 
w 'ord 8 poke? in Jett. | 
5 cotman returns. 

Lady Smart. Well, did you deliver your meſ- 
age? you are fit to be ſent for forrow, you __y 
ſo long by the way. 
 Footman. Madam, my lady. 1 was not at 1 
| fo I did not leave the mellage. 
Lal Smart. This it is to ſend a fool of an er- 
tand. 

Id. Spark iſh. [looking at his watch.) "The palt 
twelve o'clock. 

Lady Smart. Well, what is that among all us? 
Lad. Sparkiſh. Madam, I muſt take my leave: 
come, gentlemen, are you for a march? 

Lady Smart. Well, but your lordſhip and the 
colonel will dine with us to-day ; and, Mr. Never- 
out, I hope, we ſhall have your good company : 
ha will be no ſoul elſe, beſides my own lord and 
theſe ladies ; for every body knows I hate a crowd; 
would rather want vittles than elbow-room : We 
dine punctually at three. 

Lad. Sparkiſh, Madam, we'll be ſure to attend 
Jour OTIS. Bo 
Col. 
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Col. Madam, my ſtomach ſerves me inſtead of 
a clock. | 


An ther Footmam comes back, 


Lady Smart. Oli! you are the Cother fellow F- 
ſent : well, have you been with my lady Club? 
you are good to ſend of a dead man's errand. 

Footman. Madam, my lady Club begs your lady- 
ſhip's pardon; but ſhe is engaged to- night. 

Miſs. Well, Mr. Neverout, here's the back of 
my hand to you. 

OO Mits, I find vou Wi ill 
Ladies, I am more yours than my OWN, 


have the laſt word, 


DIALOGUR U 331 


DIALOGUE I. 


| Zard Smart aud the former company at three ov clock 


CONUNS to dine. 
Her falutations. 


Lord Smart. 

i ſorry J was not at home this morning, when 
you all did us the honour to call here: but 1 

went to the levee to-day. 


L. Spark 50. Oh! my lord; Tm ſure the loſs 


was OUrs. 


Lady Smart. Gentlemen and ladies you are 
come to a Jad dirty houſe; I am ſorry for it, but 
| we have had our hands in mortar. _ 

La. Sparkiſh. Oh! madam; your ladyſhip is 
pleas'd to ſay ſo; but I never ſaw any thing ſo 
| clean and fo due; I protels, it is a a perfect pa- 
| radiſe. 

Lady Smart. My lord, your lordſhip is always 
very obliging. 

Id. Spark fo. Pray, m madam, whoſe picture 18 
that ? . 

Lady Smart. Why, my lord, it was A for 
me. 

Ld. Sparks ib. I'll ſwear the painter did not flatter 
your ladyſhip. 

.. My lord, the day 3 1s finely clear'd up. 


Ld. $ mart, 
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ILA. Smart. Ay, colonel; 'tis a pity that fa; 
weather ſhould ever do any harm. [To Neverout,] 
Why, Tom, you are high in the mode. 

Neverout. My lord, it is better to be out of the 
world than out of the faſhion. 

Ld. Smart. But, Tom, I hear you and miſs are 
always quarreling : 1 fear, it is your fault; for! 


1 can aſſure you, ſhe is very good-humour'd. 


Newverout. AY, my lord; fo is the devil when he's 
pleas'd. 
Ia. Smart. Miſs, what do you think of my 
friend Tom? ©. 

_ Miſe. My lord, I think he's not the wiſeſt man 
in the world; ; and truly, he's ſometimes very | 
_ rude. 

La. Sbar liſb. That wie: be true ; but yet, he 
that hangs Tom for a fool, may find a knave in 
the halter. 

Mie. Well, however, I wiſh ho were hang'd, if 
it were only to try. 

Neverout. Well, mils, if 1 muſt be hang'd, I 
won't go far to chooſe my gallows ; it hall be 
about your fair neck. 

Miß. I'll fee your noſe hes firſt, and the 405 
eating it: but, my lord, Mr. Neverout's wit be— 
gins to run low; for, I vow, he ſaid this before; 
pray, colonel, give him a prock, and I'll do as much 
for you. 

ILA. Sparkiſh. My lady Smart, your ladyſhp has 
a very fine ſcarf. _ 

Lady Smart. Yes, my lord; it will make 4 


flaming figure in a country church. 
Footmat 
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Footman comes in. 


Footman. Madam, dinner's upon the table. 
Col. Faith, I am glad of it; my belly began to 
cry cupboard. 5 
Mverout. I with 1 may never © hoax worſe news. 
Miſs. What! Mr. Neverout, you are in great 
haſte ; I believe your belly thinks your throat is 
em. 
Neveront. No, faith, miſs; three meals a day, 
and a good ſupper at night, will ſerve my turn. 
Mis. To ſay the truth, I'm hungry. 
Neveroul. And I'm . ſo let us both go 
fight. 


They go + fo 8 and, —_ the tu al compli 


ments, age their feats. 


| Lady Smart. Ladies and gentlemen, will you eat 
| any oyſters before dinner? 

Col. With all my heart. [takes an opfer.] He wa 
a bold man that firſt eat an oyſter. 

Lady Smart. They ſay, oylters are a cruel meat, 
becauſe we eat them alive: then they are an uncharit- 
able meat, for we leave nothing to the poor; and 
they are an ungodly meat, becauſe we never ſay 

grace. 5 LE ES 
| MNeverout. Faith, that 8 28 well ſaid as if I had 
| Jad it myſelf. 

Lad) Smart. Well, we arc > well ſet if we be 
| but as well ſerved : come, colonel, handle your 
arms; ſhall I help you to ſome beef? 
I an Cal. 
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Col. If your ladyſhip pleaſe ; and, pray, don't 


cut like a mother-in-law, but ſend me a large 
Nice: for love to lay a good foundation. I vow, 
'tis a noble Sir-loin. | 

Neverout. Ay ; here's cut and come again. 

Mie. But pray, why 1s it call'd a Sir-loin ? 

Lad. Smart, Why you muſt know, that our king 
James the Firſt, who lov'd good eating, being in- 
vited to dinner by one of his nobles, and Lein 8 2 
large loin of beef at his table, he drew out his 
{word, and in a frolick Enighted it. Few pecple 
know the ſecret of this. 

Lady Spark i/b. Beef is man's meat, my lord. 

Lad. Smart. But, my” lord, I tay, beef | is the king 
of meat. : 
Miſs. Pray, what have 1 done, that I muſt not 
have a plate? 

Lady Smart. [to Lady An w.] What w il your | 

ladyſhip pleaſe to eat? 
Lady Anfw. Pray, madam, help yourſelf, 
Col. They ſay, eating and ſcratching wants but 
a beginning: if you'll give me leave, I'll help myſelf 
to a ſlice of this ſhoulder of veal, 

Lady Smart. Colonel, you can't do a kinder 
thing: well, you are all heartily welcome, as | 
may oy. 

Col. They ſay there are thirty and two good bil 
in a ſhoulder of veal. 

Lady Smart. Ay, colonel ; thirty bad bits and two 
good ones; you fee, I atderſtand you; but I hope 
you have got one of the two good ones. 

JJ 6 
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Neveront. Colonel, I'll be of your meſs. 

Col. Then pray, Tom, carve for yourſelf: they 
fax, two hands in a diſh, and one in a purſe ; Hah! 
ſaid I well, Tom? ?; 

Neveront, Colonel, you ſpoke lik e an oracle. 

Miſs. [to Lady Anfeo.] l N will your lady- 
ſhip help me to ſome fiſh ? 

Ld. Smart. ſt Neverout. | Tom, 8 lay my 

mould ſwim thrice. 
NMuerout. How is that, my lord ? 
Id. Smart. Why, Tom, firſt it ſhould ſwim in 
| the ſea (do you mind me?) then it ſhould ſwim in 
butter; and at laſt, ſirrah, it ſhould fwim | in good 
claret. I think L have made it out. 

 Footman. 10 L. Smart.) My lord, Sir John Lin- 
ger 18 coming up. 

LA. Smart. God fo! 1 invited him to Uo with 
me to-day, and forgot it: well, deſire him to 
walk in. 5 


3 81 2 Linger COMES in. 


Sir John. What! are e you at it? why, then, vi 
be gone. 
Lady Smart. Sir John, I beg you will fr down ; 
come, the more the merrier. 

. John. Ay; but the fewer the better * 

Lady Smart. Well, I am the worlt in the world 
at making apologics ; it was my lord's fault: I 
doubt you muſt kiſs the hare's foot. 

Sir John. ] fee you are faſt by the teeth. 

Col. Faith, Sir John, we are Ag that that 
would kill 6 

Ld cparkih, 
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Ld. Sharkiſh. You ſee, Sir John, we are upon a 
buſineſs of life and death; come, will you do as 
we do? you are come in pudding-time. 

S1r John. Ay; this would be doing if J were 
dead. What! you keep court-hours 1 ſee: Ill be 
going, and get a bit of meat at my inn. 

2 Smart. Why, we won't eat you, Sir John, 

Sir John. It is my own fault; but I was kept by 
a fellow, who bought ſome Pert ire oxen of me. 

Neverout. You ee, Sir John, we ſtaid for you as 
one horſe does for another. 

Lady Smart. My lord, will you help Sir 1 John to 
ſome beef? Lady Aniwecall, pray eat, you ſee your 
dinner: I am ſure, if we had known we ſhould 
have ſuch good company, we ſhould have been 
better provided ; but you muſt take the will for the 
deed. I'm afraid you are invited to your loſs, 

Col. And pray, Sir John, how do you like the 
town ? you have been abſent a long time. 
Sir Fohn, Why, I find little Landon ſtands juſt 
where it did when I left it laſt, 

Neverout. What do you think of Hanover-ſ{quaret 
Why, Sir John, London 1 18 gone out of town ſince 
you ſaw it. 

Lady Smart. Sir John, 1 can only ſay, you are 
5 heartily welcome; 3 and 5 with ] had ſomething 
better for you. 

Col. Here's no > ſalt; cuckolds will run pray with 
the meat. 

Lad. Smart. Pray edge a little, to make more 
room for Sir John: Sir John, fall to; you know, 
half an hour is ſoon loſt at dinner. 

Sir Jobn. 1 proteſt I can't eat a bit, for 1 took 

ſhare 


E 
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| 
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ſhare of a beef-ſteak and two mugs of ale with my 
chapman, beſides a tankard of March beer, as ſoon 


as I got out of my bed. 


Lady Anſfw. Not freſh and faliing, I hope! : 


Sir Fohn. Yes, faith, madam; I always waſh 


my kettle before I put the meat in it. 
Lady Smart. Poh! Sir John, you have ſeen nine 


houſes fince you eat laſt : come, you have kept a 


corner of your ſtomach for a piece of veniſon- paſty. 


Sir John. Well, L'II try what 1 can do when it 
comes up. 5 


Lady Anfw. Come, Sir you, you may go fur- 


| ther, and fare worſe. 


| AMifs. [to Neverout.] Pray, Mr. Neverout, will | 
| you pleaſe to ſend me a piece of tongue ? 


Neverout. By no means, madam; one tongue s 
enough for a woman. 


Col. Miſs, here's a tongue that never told a lie. 
Miſs. That was, becauſe it could not ſpeak. 


WAY. colonel, I never told a lie in my life. 


Neverout. 1 appeal to all the company, whether 


that be not the greateſt lie that ever was told ? 
Col. [to Neverout.] Prithee, Tom, ſend me the 


two legs, and rump, and liver of that pigeon ; for, 


you muſt know, I love what nobody elſe loves. 
Neverout. But what if any of the ladies ſhould 
long? Well, here take 1 it, and the d—1 do you good 


with it. 


Lady Anſev. Well i this eating and drinking takes 


away a body's ſtomach. 
Neverout.. J am ſure I have loſt mine. 
Miſe, What! the bottom of it, J ſuppoſe. 3 
Vol. VIII. Z. Neverout, 


as 
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Neverout. No, really, miſs; I have quite loſt it, 
"= ifs. L ſhould be very ſorry a poor body had 
found! * 
Lady Smart. But; Sir John, we hear you are 
married fince we ſaw you laſt: what! you have 
ſtolen a wedding, it ſeems? | 
Sir Jeon Well; one can't do a fooliſh thing 
once in one's life, but one muſt hear of it a hundred 
8 | 
Col. And pray, Sir John, how does | Your lady 
unknown; : 


Sor John. My wife 8 well, colonel, and at your 


1 8 ſervice i in a civil way. Ha, ha! [| He langbi. 


Miiſc. Pray, Sir John, is your lady tall or Mon 
Sir John. Why, mils, 1 thank God, ſhe is a little 
evil. 

14. Spa 105. Come, Sive me a glals of claret. 


Footman fills bim a bumper. 


24. Spark iſh. Why do you fill ſo much? 
Neverout. My lord, he fills as he loves you. 
Lady Smart. Mis, ſhall I lend you ſome cu- 
cumber? 
Miſs. Madam, I dare not ok! it; for they ay, 
cucumbers are cold in the third Ss, 
Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, do you love pud- | 
ding ? 
 Neverout. Madam, Fm like all fools; I love every 
thing that is good ; but the proof of the pudding is 
in the cating. 
Col. Sir John, I hear you are a great walker, 


5 when your are at home. 
5 Sir 


ao, * 


DIALOGUE I. 339 


Sir John. No, faith, colonel; I always love to 
walk with a horſe in my hand: but 1 have had 


deviliſh bad luck in horſe-fleſh of late. 


Ld. Smart. Why then, Sir John, you muſt kiſs 


a parſon's wife. 


Lady Smart. They ſay, Sir John, that your lady 


has a great deal of wit. 


Sir Fobn. Madam, ſhe can make a pudding; and 


has juſt wit enough to know her huſband 8 breeches 
from another man's. 


Ld. Smart. My Lord Sparkiſh, I have fome e ex- 


cellent cyder; will you pleaſe to taſte it? 


Lad. Sparkiſh. My lord, I ſhould like it well 


| enough, if it were not treacherous. 


Ld. Smart. Pray, my lord, how is it treacherous? 
Ld. Sparkiſh, Becauſe it ſmiles in my face, and 


cuts my throat.  F Here a loud laugh.] 


Miſs. Odd-ſo! madam ; your knives are Nats 


ſharp, for I have cut my linger. 


Lady Smart. I am ſorry for it; pray „ which ſin- 


ger (God bleſs the mark)? 


Miſs. Why, this linger: no, th this: I vow [ 
can't find which it „ 

Neveroul. Ay; the fox had a wound, and he 
could not tell where, Sc. Bring ſome water to 
throw in her face. 


Miſs. Pray, Mr. Neverout, did you ever Jena 


A word in anger? I warrant, you would faint at 


the light of your own blood. 


Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, ſhall 1 fend = 


ſome veal? 


| Neveront, No, madam ; I don't love it. 


"+ Miß. 
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Miſs. Then pray for them that do. I deſire 
your ladyſhip will ſend me a bit. HE 

1.4. Smart. Tom, my ſervice to you. e 

Neveront. My lord, this moment I did myſelf 
the honour to drink to your lordſhip. 


Ld. Smart. Why then that's Hertfordſhire kind- 
neſs. 
Newverout. Faith, my lord, 1 Pidg myſelf; for 7 
1 drank twice together without thinking. 
"LE Spark ifh. Ay: then, colonel, my humble 
forvi ice to YOu. 
Neverout. Pray, my lord, don' t make a dg 
of my noſe. 
Ld. Sparki iſh. Well, a glaſs of this wine is as com- 
fortable as matrimony to an old woman. | 
Col. Sir John, I deſign one of theſe days to come 
and beat up your quarters in Derbyſhire. 
Sir Fobn. Faith, colonel, come, and welcome: 
and ſtay away, and heartily welcome: but you 
were born within the ſound of Bow bell, and don t 
care to ſtir ſo far from London. 
Miſs. Pray, colonel, ſend me ſome fritters. 


| Colonel takes them out with his hand. 


Col. Here, miſs; they ſay fingers w ere 8 
before forks, and 1 before knives. 

Lady Smart. Methinks this pudding is too much 
boil d. 

Lady Anfw. Oh! madam, they = a pudding 
18 is poiſon, when it is too much boil'd. 


Neveroul. . 
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Neverout. Miſs, ſhall J help you to a pigeon ? 
here's a pigeon lo finely roaſted, it cries, Come 


eat me. 


Miſs. No, fir; I thank vou. 
Neverout. Why, then you may choole. 
Miſs. 1 have choſen already. 


 Newverout, Well, you may be worte offered, be- 
fore you are twice married. 


The Colonel filts a berge plate of ſung. 


Id. Smart. Why, colonel, you don © mean to 
cat all that ſoupe? 

Col. O my lord, this is my ſick diſh; when I'm 
well, Til have a bigger. 8 
Miſs. {to Col.] Sup, Simon; very 20000 broth. 
Neveront. This ſeems to be a good pullet. 
Miſs. I warrant, Mr. Neverout knows what's 
good for himſelf. 


Lad. Sparkiſh. Tom, I ſha'nt rake your word for 
it; help me to a wing. 


Nan tries to cut off a WINS. 
Neveront. Egad, I can't hit the joint. 
Lid. Spark ih, Why then, think of a cuckold. 
Neverout. Oh! . now 1 have nick d it. 
[Gives it to Ld. Sparkiſh, 
Ld. Sparki iſh. Why, a man may eat this, though 
his wife lay a dying. 
Col. Pray, friend, give me a glaſs of ſmall beer, 
if it be good. 


£4. Smart. Why, colonel, they lay, there i is no 
. ſuch 
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ſuch thing as good ſmall beer, good brown bread, 
or a good old woman. 
Lady Smart. [to Lady Anfeo.] Madam, I beg 
your ladyſhip's pardon ; I did not fee you when 
I was cutting that bit, 

Lady nſw, Oh! madam; after you 1s good 
manners. 

Lady Smart. Lord | | here's a hair in the ſauce. 
Lady Sparkiſh. Then ſet the hounds after it. 

Ne verout. Pray, colonel, help me however ta 
ſome of that ſame ſauce. 1 


Col. Comet. [ think you are more ſauce than | 


Ig. 

; Ld. Smart. Sir John; cheer up: my ſervice ta 
you: well, what do you think of the world to 
come! 

Sir ohn. Tr uly, my lord, 4 think of it as little 
as I can. 

Lady Smart, [putting a fewer on a . ] Hee: 
take this ſkewer, and carry it down to the cook, to 
dreſs it for her own dinner, 


Dhl Newerout. T1 beg your ladyſhip! ene but this 
ſmall beer is dead. 


Lady Smart. Why, them; let it be buried. 
Col, This is adnurable black pudding : miſs, ſhall 
I carve you ſome ? I can juſt carve pudding, and 
that's all; I am the worſt caryer in the world ; | 
ſhould never make a good chaplain. | FETs 
_ Miſs. No, thank ye, colonel; for they fay_ 
thoſe that eat black pudding will dream of the 


= devil, 


2 
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Ld. Smart. O, here comes the veniſon-paſty : 
here, take the loupe away. 


| Ld. Smart. | He cuts it up, and taſtes the Ven Ta 
| *Sbuds, this veniſon is muſty. 5 


Neverout eats a piece, aud a burns 0 mouth. 


La. Smart, What' 8 the matter, Tom ? you ] have 
Ee in your e 1 think: what doſt oy for, 
man? _ 

Xx Neverout, My lord, I was juſt chinkins of my 
poor grandmother; the died Juft this . my 


| ſeven Pears 


M; iſ takes a bit, and burn 1s her mouth. 


. And pray, miſs, why do you cry too! ? 
Miſs. Becauſe you were not hang'd the day 
Four grandmother died. 
I. Smart. I'd have given forty pounds, miſs, 
to have ſaid that. 
Col, Egad, 1 think the more I eat, the * ier 
"Tam | 
Ld. Spark iſh. Why, colonel, they ay, one 
nr of mutton drives down another.. 
Neverout. Egad, if I were to faſt for my life, 1 
would take a good breakfaſt in the morning, a 
good dinner at noon, and a good ſupper at 3%. 
Ld, Sparkiſh. My lord, this veniſon is plaguily 
Pepper 'd; your cook has a heavy hand. 

Id. 7 My lord, I hope you are pepper- 
proof; come, here's a health to the founders. 


Tray Smart. Ay; and to the confounders too. 
{ 4 Lad. 
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1d. Smart. Lady Anſwerall, does not your ad: 


ſhip love veniſon ? 

Lady Anſw. No, my lord, I can't endure it in 
my ſight ; therefore Pos to ſend me a good Piece 
of meat and cruſt. 
Ia. Sparkiſh. [dr inks to Neverout] Come, Tom; B 
not always to my friends, but once to you. 
NMeveront. [rinks to Lady Smart] Come, ma- 
dam; here's a health to our friends, and hang the 
reſi of our kin, 

Lady Smart. {to Lady An b.] Madam, Will 
your ladyſhip have any of this hare? 

Lady Anfw. No, madan they ſay, tis me- 
lancholy meat. 

Lady Smart. Then, bd ſhall 1 fend you the 
brains? I beg your ladyſhip's pardon ; for they 
ſay, tis not good manners to offer brains. 

Lady Anſeb. No, madam; for perhaps it will 
make me hair-brain'd. 

Neverout. Miſs, I muſt tell you one thing, 

Mis. [with a glaſs in her hand] Hold your 
tongue, Mr. Neverout; don't {peak in my tip. 
Col. Well, he was an ingenious man that firſt 
found out eating and drinking. 

Id. Spark ib. Of all vittles drink digeſts the 
quickeſt ; give me a glaſs of wine. 

Neverout. My lord, your wine is too ſtrong. 

Ld. Smart. Ay, Tom; a8 much as 8 you are too 
good. 

Mz . This almond pudding was pure good; 
but it is grown one cold, 


| Nevwerout, 
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Neverout. So much the better, miſs ; cold pud- 

ding will ſettle your love. 

Mis. Pray, Mr. Neverout, are you going to 

take a voyage? 

Neverout. Why do you you alk, miſs? 

Miſs. Becauſe you have laid in ſo much beef. 

Sir John. You two have eat up the whole PR i 

ding betwixt you. 88 
Miſs. Sir John, here” SA tle bir left; will yo 

pleaſe to have it? 
Sir Fohn. No, thankee ; 1 don t love to make a 

fool of my mouth. 
Col. ¶ calling to the butler] John, 18 your ſmall 

| beer good? - 
Butler. An pleaſe your konour, my lord and 

lady like it; I think it is good. 

Col. Why then, John, d'ye ſee? if you are Nu TY 

| your ſmall beer 18 good, dy e mark ? then, give me 

2 glaſs of wine. 5 [48 laugh. 


Colonel tafting = WING. 


Ld. Smart. Sir John, how does your neighbour 


Gatherall of the Peak ? [ hear he has lately made 
a purchaſe. 


Sir Fobs. Oh, Dick Gatherall knows how to 
butter his bread as well as ye man in - Oye 


4 ire. 


Lad. Smart. Why, he us 50 to go very fine, when 
he was here in town. 


Sir Fohn. Ay; and it e became him, as a ſaddle 
becomes a ſow. 


Col. 
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Col. IJ know his lady, and I think the i is a very 


good woman. 
Sir John. Faith, ſhe has more coodneſs | in her 
little ſinger than he has in his whole body. 


Ld. Smart. Well, colonel, how do you like 


that wine ? 


Col. This wine thould be eaten; it 18 too good 


to be drunk. 


Ld. Smart. Tory glad Tow. like it ; and pray 


don t ſpare it. 
Col. No, my! lord; Th never ſtarve i in a cook's 
ſhop. 


ay to my wine? 


Sir John. I'll take another glaſs firſt: ſecond ; 


thoughts are beſt. 


T4. Sparkiſh, Pray, lady Smart, you fit near i 


that ham; will you pleaſe to ſend me a bit? 


Lady Smart, With all my heart, [She ſends him 


a prece| Pray, my lord, how do you like it ? 


Ia. Sparkih. I think it is a limb of Lot's wife. 


[He eats it with my lard] Egad, my lord, your 


muſtard 1s very uncivil. f 
Lady Smart. Why uncivil, my lord? 


Ld. Sparkiſh. Becauſe it takes me by the noſe, 
egad. 


Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, I find you are &--} 


very good carver. 
Col. O madam, that is no wonder; for you 


muſt know, Tom Neverout carves o' Sundays. 


- Neveront 


Ld. Smart. And Pray, Sir John, what do Foil 
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Neverout OVerturns the /alt=celler. | 


Lad) Smart. Mr. Neverout, you have over- 
turn'd the falt, and that's a ſign of anger: I'm 
afraid, miſs and you will fall out. 5 
Lab Anſw, No, no; throw a little of” it into 
the fire, and all will be wall. 
VMeverout. Oh, madam, the falling out of lovers, 
you know. N 
Mic. Lovers! very ene ! fall out with him! I: 
wonder when we were in. 
Sr Jon. For my part, I believe the young gen- 
tlewoman is his ſweet-heart, there's ſo much fool- 
ing and fiddling betwixt chem: I'm ſure, they lay 
in our country, that ſhiddle-come ſh—'s s the bes. 
ginning of love. 1 5 
_ Mijs. I own, I love Mr. Neverout as the devil 
loves holy water: I love him like pie, Pd rather 
the devil had him than I. 
Neverout. Mits, I'll tell you one thing. 
| Miſs. Come, here's t'ye, to ſtop your mouth, 
| Neverout, Ta rather vo would ſtop it win * 
kiſs. = 
Miß. A kiſs! mar ry come up, my dir ty couſin; : 
are you no ſicker? Lord! [ wonder what fool it 
was that firſt invented kifling ! 
Neverout. Well, I'm very dry. 
Mis. Then you're the better to Hurn, and the 
worſe to fry. _ _ 
Lady Anſw. God bleſs you, colonel, ou have 
? {ap Rroke with you. 


Gal. 
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Col. O madam, formerly I could eat all, but 
now I leave nothing; I eat but one meal a day. 


Miſs, What! 1 ſuppoſe, colonel, that is from 


morning till night. 


Neverout. Faith, miſs; and well was his wont. 


{d. Smart. Pray, wy Anſwerall, taſte this bit 


of veniſon. 


Lady Anfew. I hope, Your lordſhip will fet me a 


8680 example. 


LA. Smart. Here's 8 a glaſs of. eyder fl d: miſs 


you mult drink it. 


Mie. Indeed, my lord, Tens! t. 


Neveroul. Come, miſs; 3 better 3 burſt, than 


good liquor be loſt. 


Mie. Piſh ! well in life ther was never any 
thing ſo teizing ; J had rather ſhed it in my ſhoes: 


L wiſh it were in your guts, for my ſhare. 
L. d. Smart. Mr. Neverout, you han't taſted my 
cy der yet. 


Neveront. No, my lord; I have been Juſt eating 
ſoupe; and they ſay, if one drinks with one 's por- 


ridge, one will ccugh in one's grave. 


Ld. Smart. Come, take miſs's glaſs, ſhe wiſh'd 


it was in your guts; let her kave her. wiſh for 


once: ladies can't abide to have their inclinations 


croſs'd. 


Lady Smart. 1% Sir be [ think, Sir John, 


you have not taſted the veniſon yet. 


Sir F9obn. J ſeldom eat it, madam ; however, 


please to ſend me a little of the cruſt. 


£4. Sparkiſh. Why, Sir John, you had as good 


eat the devil as the broth he is boil'd in. f 
8 5 Col. 


Ee 


| 
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Col. Well, this eating and drinking takes away 
a body's ſtomach, as lady Anfwerall lays. 

| Neverout. [ hae dined as well as my lord- 

| mayor. 

. 1 nb [ could have eaten this wing of 

| a chicken; but my eye's bigger than my belly. 
La. Smart. Indeed, ne Anſwerall, you have 

| eaten nothing. 

| Lady Hnfe. Pray, my lord, ſee all the bones 
on my Plate: they lay, a carpenter” 8 known by his 
chips. 

Neveront. Miſs, will you reach me that glaſs of _— 
| Jelly? iy 
Mit. [; giving it to him] You ſee, "tis but alk 
and have. 

Neverout. Miſs, IL would have a 1 1 
Miſs. What? you don't know your own mind; 
you are neither well, full nor faſting; 1 think that : 
is enough. 

Neverout. Ay, © one of the enoughs z 1 am ſure 
it is little enough. _ 

Mis. Les; but you know, ſweet things a are bad 
for the teeth. 
| Neverout. [70 Lady Anfw.] Madam, T don' t like 
| that part of the veal you ſent me. 

Lady An ow. Well, Mr. Neverout, I Bad you 
| are a true Engliſhman ; you never know when you 
| are well. 

Col. Well, I have made wy. whole dinner of | 
beef 8 If 
Lady Anſw, Why, colonel, a belly-full s a belly- 1 
| full, if it be but of wheat ſtraw. 


| Cel. 5 
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Col. Well, after all, kitchen phyſick is the bet 
phylick. 
Lady Smart. And the beſt doctors in the world 
are doctor Diet, doctor — and doctor Merry- 
man. 
Ii. Sparkiſh. What do you think of a little 
| houſe well fill'd? 
Sir john, Anda little land well til'd ? 
Col. Ay; anda little wife well will'd? 
 Neverout, My lady Smart, pr ray help me to ſome 
of the breaſt of that gooſe. 
£4. Smart. Tom, I have heard that gooſe upon 
gooſe f is falſe heraldry. 2 
Mit. What! will you never have done ſtuffing? 
Ld. Smart. This gooſe is quite raw: well, God 
ſends meat, but the devil fends cooks. 
Meverout. Mis, can you tell which is the gander, 
the white gooſe or the grey gooſe ? 
Me. They ay, a fool will aſk more queſtions 
than the wiſeſt body can anſwer. 
Col. Indeed, mils, Tom Neverout has Sa f 
you 
Miſs. Why, colone every dog has his day; 
but I believe I ſhall never ſee a zoole again Wan 
thinking ori Mr. Neverout. 
L. Smart. Well ſaid, miſs; faith, girl, thou 
| haſt brought thyſelf off cleverly. Tom, what ſay 
you to that ? 
Col. Faith, Tom is nonpluſt ; he looks Pegel 
down in the mouth. 
Mifs. bad by, wy lord, you ſee he is the pro- 
Fo vokingel 


DIALOGUE H. 351 
ö vokingeſt creature in life; ; | believe there is not 
| {ſuch another in the varſal world. 


Lady Anfw. Oh, miſs! the world's a wide 
place. 
Meverout. Well, miſs, PI give you leave to.call- 
| me any thing, if you don't call me ſpade. 


Ld. Smart. Well, but after all, Tom, can you 
| tell me what's Latin for a gooſe ? 
| Neverout. O my lord, I know that ; ; why brandy 
is Latin for a gooſe, and face is Latin for a candle. 

Miſs. Is that manners, to ſhew your learning 
before ladies ? Methinks you are grown very briſk 
of a ſudden ; I think the man's glad he's alive. 

Sir Fohn. The devil take your wit, if this be 
wit; for it ſpoils company: Fray, Mr. Butler, i 
ing me a dram after my woe: tis very good 
for the wholeſomes. 

Ld. Smart. Come, bring me the loaf ; I ſome- 
times love to cut my own bread. 

Af, 1 ſuppoſe, wy lord, you lay longeſt a-bed 
to-day. 

La. Smart. Miſs, if 1 had ſaid ſo, 1 ſhould have 
told a fib; I warrant you lay a-bed till the cows 
came . but, mils, {hall I cut you a little cruſt | 
now my hand 1s in? \ 
M. N. If you pleaſe, my lord, a bit of under- 
cruſt, | 


NMverout. [wh Hering M; fe. | I end you love to 


lie under. 


Miſs. [aloud, puſbing him from her. ] What does 


the man mean ! Sir, I don't underſtand you at 
all, 


 Neverout. 
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Neverout. Come, all quarrels laid aſide : nk 
miſ, may you live a thouſand years. 


He dr inks 70 her, 


Mi iſo. Pray; Sir, don! t ſtint me. 
Ld. Smart. Sir John, will you taſte my October? 


I think it is very good; but I believe not equal to 


yours in Derbyſhire. _ 
Sir Fohn. My lord, I beg your pardon ; but 
they ſay, the devil made aſkers. 
ILA. Smart. | to the butler.) Here, bring up the 
great tankard full of October for Sir John. 


Col. [drinking to Miſs.) Miſs, your healch; 


| may you live all the days of your life. 
Lady Anſw. Well, miſs, you'll certainly be ſoon 


married ; here 8 two bachelors drinking to you af 


once. 


Lady Smart. . miſs, I believe you were 


wrapt in your mother's imock, you are 10 well be- 
loved. 


Miſs. Where's my knife? ſure I han't eaten BY: 


Oh, here it is. 
Sir John. No, mils; but your maidenhead hang 

in your light. 

Mie. Pray, Sir John, i is that a Derby ſhire com- 

pliment? Here, Mr. Neverout, will you take this 

piece of rabbit that you bid me carve for you? 

Neverout. I don't know. 

Miſs. Why, take it, or let it alone. 

Neverout. J will. 

Miſs. What will you? 

Neverout. Why, I'll take it, or let it alone. 

Mic. You are a provoking creature. 


Sir 


DIALOGUES: 24 
Sir Fohn. | talking with a glaſs of wine in his 
hand.] 1 remember a farmer in our country 


Ld. Smart. [enterrupting him.] Pray, Sir John, 


did you ever hear of parſon Palmer ? 


Sir Fon. No, my lord ; what of him ? 
Ld. Smart. Why, he uſed to preach over his 
quo: 
Sir Fobn. I beg your lordſhip? s pardon ; here's 
your lordſhip's health: by d drink it up, if it were a 
mile to the bottom. 
Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, have you been at 
the new play? 
 Neverout. Yes, madam, I went he firſt night; 
Lady Smart. Well, and how did it take ? 
Neverout. Why, madam, the poet is damn'd. 
Sir Jobn. God forgive you! that's very uncha- 
ritable: you ought not to judge fo rathly of any | 
Chriſtian. 
Neverout. [wh ere Lady Smart. ] Was ever 
{uch a dunce ? How well he knows the town! See 
how ke ſtares like a ſtuck-pig! Well, but, Sir John, 
are you acquainted with any of our fine ladies 
9 
Sir Fobn. No ; damn your fire-ſhips, 1 have a 
wife of my own. 
Lady Smart. Pray, my dy Anſwerall, how do 
you like theſe preſerved oranges ?_ | 
Lach Anſfw. Indeed, madam, the only fault J 
find is, that they are too good. 
5 Fir Smart. 0 madam; I have heard em lay, 
that too good is ſtark naught. 


RE 
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Mifs drinking part of a glaſs of wine. 
Neverout. Pray, let me drink your ſnuff. 
Mis. No, indeed, you ſhan't drink after me ; 
for you'll know my thoughts. 
» Neverout. I know them already; you are think- 


ing of a good huſband. Beſides, 1 can tel! your 


meaning by your mumping. 

Lady Smart. Pray, my lord, did not you order 
the butler to bring up a tankard of our October to 
Sir John? I believe, they ſtay to brew it. 


The Butler brings up the tankard to Sir Jolin. 
Sir Fohn, Won't your ladyſhip W to drink 
| firſt | ? 
| Lady Smart, No, Sir John; *tis in a very good 
hand; Il pledge you. 
Cul. 1% Lord Smart,] My lord, J love October 


as well as Sir John; and I hope, you won't mak« 


| fiſh of one, and fleſh of another. 

Ld. Smart. Colonel, you're heartily welcome. 
Come, Sir John, take it by word of mouth, and 
then give it the colonel. 


Sr Fohn FX As, 


I Smart. Well, Sir John, how do you: like 
at? 


Sir Fohn. Not as well as my OWN in Derbyſhire; 
tis plaguy ſmall. 


Lady Smart. I never taſte malt 57 but they 
tay * tis well hopt. 


Sir John. Hopt! Why, if it had hopp d a little 


turther, 


further, it would have hopp' d into the river. O 
my lord, my ale is meat, drink, and cloth; it will 
make a cat ſpeak, and a wiſe man dumb. 


believe the brewer forgot the malt, or the river was 
too near him. Faith, it is mere whip-belly-ven= 
geance; he that drinks moſt has the worſt ſhare, 


at your houſe. 


they ſhould P—5$ behind the door. 


_ — 


that you can't find a place where to ſpit. 
Sir John. O madam ; you are pleaſed to fay ſo. 


| make one drunk and fick ; what do you then ? 
. Fohn. Why, indeed, it is apt to fox one ; 


10 


but our way is, to take a hair of the ſame dog next 


morning. I hs a new-laid egg for breakfaſt ; 


ke as after an Ox. 
Ia. Smart. Tom Neverout, will you taſte a 
e; glaſs of October? 
Neverout. No, faith, my lord; 1 like your wine, 
7 and I won't put a churl upon a gentleman ; your 


honour's claret is good enough for me, 
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Lady Smart. I was told, ours was very ſtrong. 
Sir John. Ay, madam, ſtrong of the water; I 


Col. J believe, Sir John, ale 1 18 as . as water 


Sir Jobn. Why, faith, at Chriſtmas we have 
many comers and goers ; and they muſt not be 
ſent away without a cup of Chriſtmas ale, for fear 


Lady Smart. | hear, Sir John has the niceſt 
garden in England; they ſay, 'tis kept ſo clean, 


Lady Smart. But, Sir John, your ale is terrible 
ſtrong and heady in Derbyſhire, and will ſoon 


and faith, one ſhould drink as much after an egg 


A 2 . Lady 
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Lady Smart. What! is this pigeon left for _ 
ners? colonel, ſhall I ſend you the legs and rump? 


Col. Madam, I could not eat a bit more, if the 
houſe was full. 


Ld. Smart. ¶carviug a partridge] W ell; one 


may ride to Rümford upon this knife, it is ſo 
blunt. 
Lady Anfew. My lord, I beg your Pane; but 


they ſay, an ill workman never had good tools. 


it? 
Id. Sparks 1. No, my lord; I love the wing of 
an OX a gre: at deal better. 

2 d. Smart. I'm always cold after cating. 

- Col. My lord, they lay, that's a ſign of long 
77 
Ld. Smart. Ay; 1 believe (hall live til al my 


keien are v. eary of me. 


Col. Pray, does any vals: here hate cheeſe? 1 


would be glad of a bit. 

Ld. Smart. An odd kind of fellow dined v ith 
me t'other day; and when the cheeſe came upon 
the table, he pretended to faint ; ſo ſomebody ſaid, 


Pray take away the cheeſe: No, ſaid I; pray, take 


away the fool: laid I well ? 


2 e a loud and large laugh. 


Col. Faith, my lord, you ſerved the coxcomb 


right enough ; and therefore I wiſh we had a bit 
of your lordſhip's Oxfordſhire cheeſe. _ 
Ld. Smart. Come, hang ring : bring us up 4 


halfp'orth of cheele. 
Tad 


Tat: Smart. Will your NY have a wing of 


a ce i 
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Lady Anſw. They ſay, cheeſe _— every thing 
but itſelf. 


4 Footman bring 97 a great whole cheeſe. 


Id. Sparkiſh. Ay; this would look handſome, 
if any body ſhould come in. 7 — 
Sir Fohn. Well; Im 0 eily broſten, as is they ſayn 


in Lancaſhire. 


Lady Smart. O! Sir John; 1 wou d 1 bad ſome- 


thing to broſt you withal. 


Ld. Smart. Come, they ſay, tis merry in the 


hall when beards wag all. 


Lady Smart. Miſs, ſhall I help you to ſome 


ate, or will you carve for yourſelf ? 2 


Neverout. Tl hold fifty pounds, miſs won't cut 


the cheeſe. 


Mie. Pray, why 1o, Mr. Neverout ? 

Neverout, Oh, there is a reaſon, and you know 
it well enough. 

Miſs. J can't for my life underſtand. what the 
gentleman means. 

Ld. Smart. Pray, Tom, change the diſcourſe: 
in troth you are too bad. 1 

Col. Libere Neverout] Smoke miſs; faiths 
you haye made her fret like gum taffety. 

Lady Smart. Well, but, mils, (hold your tongue, 


Mr. Neverout) ſhall I cut you a piece of cheeſe ? 


Miſs. No, really, madam ; J have dined this 


half hour. 


Lady Smart: What! quick at meat, quick at 


Vork, 127 ſay. 


= a — 5 
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Sir John — 


Lad. Smart. What! are you ſleepy, Sir Joln? ? 
do you ſleep after dinner? 

Sir John. Yes, faith; I ſomctimes take a nap 
after my pipe; for v hen the . is full, the bones 
would be at reſt. 

Lady Smart. Come, f help yourſelf, and 
you friends will love you the better. [To Lach. 
Anſw.) Madam, your ladyſhip cats nothing. 

Lady Anfw. Lord, madam, I have fed like a 
farmer: I ſhall grow as ſat as a porpoiſe; I fwear, 
my jaws are weary of chewing. 

Col. I have a mind to eat a piece of that ſturgeon. 
but fear it will make me ſick. 
Neverout. A rare ſoldier indeed let! it alone, and 
I warrant it won't hurt you. 
Col. Well; it would vex a dog to ſee a pudding 
creep. | 


Sr Sohn ri ſes. 


£d. Smart. Sir John, what are you doing? 
Sir Fohn. Swolks, I muſt be going, by'r lady; 
I have carneſt buſineſs; I muſt do as the beggars 
do, go away when J have got enough. 
Ia. Smart. Well; but ſtay till this bottle's out; 
you know, the man was hang'd that left his liquor 
behind him: and beſides, a cup in the pate is 2 
mile in the gate and a ſpur in the head 1 18 worth 
two in the heel. 
Sir Fobn. Come then; one brimmer to all your 


heealths. * footman 2 bim a glaſs half full} 
Pray, 


bo . oh 


Pray, friend, what was the reſt of this glaſs made 
for? an inch at the top, friend, is worth two at the 

bottom. [He gels a brimmer, and drinks it of] 
Well, there's no deceit! in a brimmer, and there's 

no falſe Latin in this; your wine is excellent good, 
ſo J thank you for the next, for I am ſure of this: 
madam, has your ladyſhip any commands in Der- 
byſhire? J muſt go fifteen miles to- night. 

Lady Smart. None, Sir John, but to take care 
of yourſelf; and my moſt humble ſervice to your 
lady unknown. 

Sir John. W ell, madam, I can but love and 

thank you. : 
Lady Smart. Here, bring water to waſh ; tho? 
really, you have all eaten ſo little, that you have 

not need to waſh your mouths. 
Lad. Smart. But, prithee, Sir John, ſtay a while 
longer. 

Sir John. No, my lord; I am to ſmoke a pipe 
with a friend before I leave the town. 

Col. Why, Sir John, had not vou better ſet out 
to- morroõẽw-wf? 

Sir Fobn. Colonel, you e to- morrow is "OY 
day. 

Col. Now I always love to begin a journey on 
Sundays, becauſe I ſhall have the prayers of the 
church, to preſerve all that travel by land, or by 
water, 

Sir Fohn, Well, colonel ; thou art a mad fellow . 
to make a prieſt of. — 
Neverout. Fie, Sir John, do you take tobacco ? 
How can you make a chimney of your mouth? 


BAR: Sir 
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Sin Fohn. Ito Neverout.] What! you don't ſmoke, 
I warrant you, but you ſmock. (Ladies, I beg your 
pardon.) Colonel, do you never ſmoke? _ 
Col. No, Sir John; but I take a pipe ſome- 
times. 
Sir John, T'faith, one of your finical London 
| blades dined with me laſt year in Derbyſhire : ſo, 
after dinner, I took a pipe; ſo my gentleman | 
turn'd away his head : fo, ſaid I, what, Sir, do 
you never ſmoke? ſo, he e as you do, co- 
lonel; no, but I ſometimes take a pipe: ſo he took | 
a pipe in his hand, and fiddled with it till he broke 
e 10, fas 1; pray, Sir, can you make a pipe? 
ſo, he ſaid no; fo, ſaid I, why then, Sir, if you 
can't make a pipe, you thould not break a pipe; 
ſo, we all laugh'd. 
Ld. Smart. Well; but, Sir John, ths ſay, that 
the corruption of pipes is the generation of flop- 
pers. 
Sir Joln. Colonel, I hear you £0 ſometimes to 
' Derbyſhire ; [ wiſh you would come and foul a 
plate with me. 
Col. I hope, you will * me a ſoldier 8 
bottle. 
Sir John. Come, and try. Mr. Neverout, vou 
are a town-wit ; can you tell me what king of herb 


is tobacco? 
Neverout, Why, an Indian heck Sir John. 


Sir John. No, 'tis. a pot-herb; and fo here's 
rye in a pot of 5 lord's October. 
Lady Smart. I hear, Sir John, ſince you are 
married, you have forſwore the town. _—_ 
ha | 1 
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Sir Fohn. No, madam ; I never forſwore any 
thing but the building of churches. 

Lady Smart. Well; but, Sir John, when may 
we hope to ſee you again in London ? 
Sir John. Why, madam, not till the ducks have 
eat up the dirt, as the children ſay. 

Neverout, Come, Sir John: I foreſee it will rain 
terribly. 1 

Lady Smart. Come, Sir John, do wanne raſh- 
ly; let us drink firſt. 5 
Id. Sparliſb. I know Sir John will go, though 
he was ſure it would rain cats and dogs : but pray 

ſtay, Sir John; you'll be time e to go to bed ; 
by candle-light 
La. Smart. Why, Sir John, if you muſt needs 
£0; while you ſtay, make uſe of your time : here's 
my ſervice to you, a health to our friends in Derby- 
ſhire : come, fit down ; let us put off the evil hour 
as long as We can. 
Sir John. Faith, I could r not drink a drop more, 
if the houſe was full. 

Ooh, Why, Sir John, you uſed to love a glaſs of 
3 wine in former times. 
Sir, fohbu. Why, ſo I do ſtill, colonel ; but a 
man may love his houſe very well, wichour riding 
on the ridge: beſides, I muſt be with my wife on 
Tueſday, or there will be the devil and all to pay. 

Col. Well, if you go to-day, I with == may 
be wet to the ſkin. 

Sir John. Ay; but they ſay the prayers of the 
wicked won't prevail. 


. 
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Sir Jobn takes leave, and goes away. 


7 Smart. Well, miſs, how do you like Sir 
1 FE 
Miſs. Why, I think, he's a little upon the ſilly, 
or ſo: I believe he has not all the wit in the 
world : but I don't pretend to be a judge. 
VMeverout. Faith, I believe, he was bred at Hog's 
Norton, where the pigs play upon the organs, 
Lad. Sparkiſh. Why, Tom, I thought you and 
he were hand and glove. 
Neverout. Faith, he ſhall have a clean threſheld 
for me; I never darkened his door in my life, 
neither in town nor country; but he's a queer 0:4 
duke, by my conſcience; and yet, after all, 1 take 
him to be more knave than fool. 
Lady Smart. Well, come; a man's a man, ui 
he has but a noſe on his face. 
Col. I was once with him and ſome other com- 
pany over a bottle; and, egad, he fell aſleep, and 
A1nor'd ſo hard, that we e thought he was driving his 
hogs to h 
Neverout. Why, what! you can have no more 
of a cat than her ſkin ;. you can 't make a filk purſe 
out of a ſow's ear. 
II. Sparkiſh. Well, ſince he's gone, the devil 
go with him and ſixpence; and there s money and 
company too. 
Neverout, Faith, he's a true country put. Pray, 
miſs, let me aſk you a queſtion? _ 
M. ifs. Well; but t 908 t alk queſtions with a dirty 


ace: 3 


3 
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face: I warrant, what you have to ſay will keep 
cold. 
Col. Come, my lord, againſt you are diſpoſed : 
here's to all that love and honour you. 
Ld. Spark iſh. Ay, that was always Dick Nimble's 
health. I'm ſure you know he's dead. 
Col. Dead! well, my lord, you love to be a meſ- 
ſenger of ill news: I'm heartily ſorry; but, my 
lord, we muſt all die. 
Neverout. 1 knew him very well: but, pray, 
how came he to die? 
Mijs. There's a queſtion? you talk like a poti- 
cary : why, becauſe he could live no longer. 
Neverout. Well; reft his foul: we muſt live by 
the living, and not by the dead. 
IA. Sparkiſh. You know, his houſe was burnt 
down to the ground. 
Col. Yes; it was in the news. Why, fire and 


water are good ſervants, but they are very bad 
maſters. 


Ia. Smart. Here, take away, and ſet down 
a bottle of Burgundy: Ladies, you'll ſtay and 
drink a Saen of wine before you go to your tea. 


All taken away, and the Wine 2 down, Ke. 
. iſs gives Neverout a ſmart pinch. 


3 Lord, miſs, what d' ye mean? d' ye 
think I have no feeling ? 


Miſe. I'm forc' d to pinch, for the times are 
hard, 


Newverout, —— 
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 Neverout. [ giving Miſs a pinch. ] Take that, miſs; 


what's ſauce for a gooſe is ſauce for a gander. | 

Miſs. | ſcreaming. | Well, Mr. Neverout, that 
ſhall neither go to heaven nor hell with you. 
Neverout. [takes Miſs by the hand.] Come, miſs, 
let us lay all quarrels aſide, and be friends. 

M/s. Don't be fo teaſing: you plague a body 
ſo! can't you keep your filthy hands to yourſelf ? 
NMeverout. Pray, miſs, where did you get that 
pick-tooth caſe? 

Miſs. I came honeſtly by it. 

| Neverout. I'm ſure it was mine, for I loſt juil 
ſuch a one; ; nay, I don't tell you a lie. 

Mif5. No; if you lie, it is much. 

Neverout. Well; I'm ſure tis mine. 

Miſs. What! you think every thing 18 yours 
but a little the king has. 


Neverout. Colonel, you have ſcen my fine pick- | 


tooth caſe; don't you think this is the very ſame? 
Col. Indeed, mils, it is very like it. 
Miſs. Ay; what he lays, you 11 ſwear. 
Neverout, Well; but I'll prove it to be mine, 
Miſs. Ay; do if you can, 
Neverout, Why, what s yours 18 mine, and what's 
mine is my OWN. 
Miſs. Well, run on till you're weary; nobody 
| halds. you. 


Nt everout gapes. 


C. What, Mr. Neverout, do you gape for 
preferment? 
ATE Neverout. 
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Neverout. Faith, I may gape long Song,” be- 
fore it falls into my mouth, 5 
Lady Smart, Mr. Neverout, my lord and I in- 
tend to beat up your quarters one of theſe days : 1 
hear you live high. 
Neverout. Yes, faith, madam; I hive high, and 
lodge in a garret. 
Col. But, miſs, I forgot to tell you, That. Mr. 
Neverout got the deviliſheſt fall in the park to- 

day. 

Mifs. J hope he did not hurt the ground : but 
how was it, Mr. Neverout? I wiſh I had been | 
there to laugh, 
Newerout, Why, madam, it was a place where a 
cuckold had been buried, and one of his horns | 
ſticking out, I happened to ſtumble againſt ir ; 
that was all; 

Lady Smart. Ladies, let us leave the gentle- 
men to themſelves; IJ think it is time to go to 
our tea. 

Lady Anfe. and M; fs. My lords and gentle- 
men, your moſt humble ſervant. 

Ld. Smart. Well, ladies, well wait on vou an 
hour hence. 


The Gentlemen alone. 


Jl. Smart. Logs John, bring us a freſh 
bottle. 
Col. Ay, my lord; and pray, let him carry 
off the dead men, as we lay in the army. 
[ Meaning the empty bottles. 


Ld. Sparkiſh, 
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Lad. Sparkiſh. Mr. * pray, is not that 

bottle full? 

Neverout. Yes, my lord; full of emptineſs. 

Ld. Smart. And, d'ye ben John, bring clean 

glaſſes. 
Col. Tl keep mine; for I think, the wine is the 

beſt liquor to n glaſſes is 
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- Phe Ladies at ther tea, 


Lady Smart. 
7 ELL, ladies; now let us have a cup of dif 


cour le to 1 


| 45 Anſw. What do you think * your friend, 
Sir John Spendall ? 


Lady Smart. Why, mk. "tis happy for him 
that his father was born before him. 


Miſe. They fay, he makes a dents ill huſband to 

ä my lady. 

Lady Anſw. But he muſt be allow'd to be the 
fondeſt father in the world, 

Lady Smart. Ay, madam, that's true; ; for they 

lay, the devil is kind to his own. 


Mis. lam told, my lady manages him to ad- 
miration. 
Lady Smart. That 1 believe, for the” s as cunning 
ba dead pig, but not half ſo honeſt. 


Lady Anſw. They fay, ſhe's quite a ſtranger o 
all his gallantries. 


Lady Smart. Not at all; but you know, there's 
none fo blind as they that won't ſee. 
Miſs. O madam, I am told, ſhe watches him as 


a cat would watch a mouſe. 


Lady Anfw. Well, if the ben't foully belied, ſhe 4 
Pays him in his own coin. 


Tac 
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Lady Smart. Madam, I fancy I know your 
thoughts, as well as if I were within you. 

Lady Anſw. Madam, I was tother day in com- 

pany with Mrs. Clatter; I find ſhe gives herſelf airs 
of being acquainted with your dy ſhip. _ 

Mis. Oh, the hideous creature ! did you obſerve 
her nails? they were long enough to icratch her 
grannum out of her grave. 

Lady Smart. Well, ſhe and Tom Goſling 
were banging compliments backwards and for- 
wards: it look d like two 115 "FEE: one an- 

Other. 

M. ifs Ay, claw + me, and II claw you: but, 
pray, madam, who were the company? | 
Lady Smart. Why there was all the world, and 

his wife; there was Mrs. Clatter, lady Singular, 
the counteſs of Talkham (I ſhould have named . 

flirſt), Tom Golling, and ſome others, whom I have 
forgot. 

Lady Anſe. think the counteſs is very ſickly. 

Lady Smart. Yes, madam ; ſhe'll never ſcratch 
2 grey head, I promiſe her. 

Miſs. And, pray, what was your converſation ? 

Lady Smart. Why, Mrs. Clatter had all the talk 
to herſelf, and was perpetually complaining of her 

misfortunes. 5 

Lady Anſav. She brought her huſband ten thou- By 
ſand pounds : ſhe has a town houſe and country- 
Houſe : would the woman have her a— hung with 
points? 

Lady Smart. She would fain be at the top of the 
houſe before the ſtairs are built, 


Fong Mike 
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Mi ifs. Well, compariſons are odious ; but ſhe's 
as like her huſband as if the were ſpit out of his 
mouth ; as like as one egg is to another: pray, 
how was ſhe dreſt? 

Lady Smart. Why, ſhe was as fine as 6 pence z 
but, truly, I thought there was more coſt than wor- 
ſhip. . 
Lady Anfw. I don t know her huſband: pray, 5 
what is ne? 

Lady Smart. Why; he? SA ; Wuhller of the law ; 
you muſt know he came to us as drunk as David 8 
ſoẽw. 
Mi. What kind of « creature is he? 
Lady Smart. You muſt know, the man and his 
: wife are coupled like rabbits, a fat and a lean ; he's 

as fat as a porpus, and ſhe's one of Pharaoh's lean 

Eine: the ladies and Tom Goſling were propoſing 

a party at quadrille; but he refus'd to make one: 
Damn your cards ſaid he, they are the devil's 
books. = 
| Lady Anſis. A dull, unmannerly brute! l : 
God ſend him more wit, and me more money. 
Miß. Lord! madam, 1 would not keep ſuch 
company for the world. 

Lady Smart. O miſs, tis nothing when you are 
uſed to it: beſides, you know, for want of com- 
pany, welcome trumpery. 

Mz/s. Did your ladyſhip play ? 

Lady Smart. Yes, and won; ſo I came off with 
fiddlers fare, meat, drink, =T money. 

Lady Anſw. Ay; what ſays Pluck? 
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_ Mif. Well, my elbow itches ; 1 ſhall change 
| bedfellows. 


Lady Smart. And my right hard itches ; I ſhall 


receive money. 


Lady Anſw. And my Aab eye itches; I ſhall cry, 


Lady Smart. Miſs, I hear your friend miſtreſs 
_ Giddy has diſcarded Dick Shuttle: pray, has ſhe 


got another lover ? 
Mie. I hear of none. 


Lady Smart. Why, the fellow' 8 rich, and! think 
ſhe was a fool to throw out her AY water before 

= 108 got clean. 0 

Lady Anſew. Miſs, that SA very bandiome gown 


of yours, and finely made; very genteel. 
Mir. lam glad your ladyſhip likes it. 


Lady Anfw. Your lover will be in raptures; it 


becomes you admirably. 
Miſe. Ay; I aſſure you I won't t take i it as I have 
done; if this won 't fetch him, the devil fetch him, 


ſay * 


when did you ſee Sir Peter Muckworm? 


Lady Anfww. Not this fortnight ; 1 hear he's laid 


up with the gout. 
Lady Smart. What Joins he do for K 


Lady Anſv. I hear he's weary of doctoring it, 
and now makes uſe of nothing, but ee and 


flannel. 


Miſs. Pray how * he and my lady agree? 
Lady Anſaw. You know he loves her as the devil 


; loves holy water. 


Lady Smart. % Lady A5 W. | Pray, madam, 4 


222 


ey 
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M; iſs. They ſay, ſhe plays Rep with harpers 


that cheat her of her money. 


Lady An r/eo. Upon my word, they: muſt ifs : 
early that would cheat her of her money; ſharp's the 


word with her; diamonds cut diamonds. 


Miſs. Well, but I was affured from a good hand, 


that ſhe loſt at one ſitting to the tune of a hundred 
guineas; make money of that. 


Lady Smart. Well, but do you hear that Mrs. 


Plump! 18 brought to bed at laſt? 

Mit. And pray, what has God ſent her? 
Lady Smart. Why, gueſs if you can. 
Miſs, A boy, I ſuppoſe. 


Lady Smart. No, you are out ; ; gueſs again, 
Miss. A girl then. 85 


Lady Smart. You have hit it; 1 believe you are 


a witch. 


Miſs. O madam, the 5 ſay, all fine 
ladies are witches; but I pretend to no ſuch thing. 
Lady Anjw. Well ſhe had good luck to draw _ 
Tom Plump into wedlock; the ris' with her a— 


upwards. 
Mifs. Fie, madam ; what do you mean? 


Lady Smart. O 1 'tis nothing what we ſay 


among ourſelves. 


Mit. Ay, madam ; but they tay, hedges have 


eyes, and walls have ears. 
Lady Anfew. Well, mil J can't help it; you 


. know, l'm old Tell-truth; I love to call a ſpade 
a ſpade. 


Lady Smart, | miftakes the tea-longs for the FOR ] 
What! J think my wits are a wool- gathering to-day. 


„ 5 Miſs. 
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Miſe. Why, ACA, there was but : a Ng and a 


Wron 8. 


Lady Smart. Miſs, Ihear that you and lady Couple 


are as great as cup and can. 


Lady Anjw. Ay, mils, as great as the devil and 
the earl of Kent 


Lady Smart. Nay, I am told you meet together 


with as much love as there 1s between the old cow. I 


and the hay-ſtack. 


Miſs. 1 own I love her very wa] but there's 


difference vetwixt ſtaring and ſtark Y 
Lady Smart. They ſay, ſhe begins to grow fat. 
Miß. Fat! ay, fat as a hen in the fore-head. 


Tady Smart. Indeed, lady Anſwerall (pray for- 
give me) I think your ladythip looks thinner than 


when I ſaw you laſt. 

Miſs. Indeed, madam, I think not ; but your 
ladyſhip is one of Job's comforters. 

Lady Anſeb. Well, no matter how I look ; I am 
bought and fold : but really, miſs, you are 10 very 


obliging, that I wiſh I were a handfome young, ; 


lord for your ſake. 


Miſs. O madam, your love's a million. 
Lady Smart. [to Lady Anſav. } Madam, will your 
7 ladyſhip let me wait on you to the play to-morrow! 


Lady Anſw. Madam, it becomes me to wait on 
your ladyſhip. 


N. Ys. What, then, 1 m turn d out for a wrangler! 


The gentlemen come in ts the ladies to drink tea. 


M; i/e. Mr. Neverout, we wanted you ſadly; youare | 
always out of the way when you ſhould be hang'd. 
Neveroul. 


4 


11 


S: 
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Neverout. You wanted me! pray, with how do 


you look when you lie? 


Miſs. Better than you when you cry. Manners 


indeed! I find you. mend like ſour ale in ſummer. 


Neverout. I beg your pardon, miſs; ; I only meant, | 


when you lie alone. 


Miſs. That' s well turn'd; one turn 1 more would 


have turn'd you down Rates. 


Neverout. Come, miſs, be kind for once, and 
order mea diſh of coffee. 
Miſs. Pray, go yourſelf; let us wear out the N 
oldeſt: beſides, I can't t go, for 1 have a bone in 


my leg. 


Col. They ſay, a woman need but look on her 


: apron-ſtring to find an excuſe. 


Neverout, Why, miſs, you are grown ſo peeviſh, 
a dog would not live with you. 


Mi/s. Mr. Neverout, * beg your 8 'no 


offence, I hope; but truly in a little time you in- 


tend to make the colonel. 4s bad as yourſelf; arfd 


that's as bad as can be. 


Neverout. My lord, don't you think nll I 
proves wonderfully of late? why, miſs, if I ſpoil 
the colonel, I hope you will uſe him as you do me; 


for you know, love me, love my dog. 


Col. How' s that, Tom? Say that again : why, 


if Jam a dog, ſhake hands, brother. 


Here 2 great, loud, long laugh. 


Ld. Smart. But pray, gentlemen, why always ſo 


levere upon poor miſs? on my conſcience, colonel 


and Tom Neverout, one of you two are both Enaves, 


Bb 3 Col. 
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Col. My lady Anſwerall, I intend to do myſelf 
the honour of dining with your lady ſhip to-morrow, 
Lady Anfw. Ay, colonel, do if you can. 

Miſs. I'm fare you'll be glad to be welcome. 
Col. Miſs, I thank you; and to reward you, I'll 
: come and drink tea with you in the morning. 
Miſs. Colonel, there's two words to that bargain, 
Col. [to Lady Smart.] Your ladyſhip has a 198 5 
fine watch ; well may you wear It, 

Lady Cart, It is none of mine, colonel. 

Col. Pray, whole is it then ? 
Lady Smart. Why, *tis my lord S 3 for they ſay 
a married woman has nothing of her own, but her 
wedding-ring and her hair-lace : but if women had 
been the law-makers, it would have been better, 

Col. This watch ſeems to be quite new. 
Lady Smart. No, fir ; it has been twenty years 
1a my lord's family; but Ryare put a new caſc 
and dial-plate to it. 

Neverout. Why, that's For all the world ks the 
man, who {wore he kept the ſame knife forty years, 
only he ſometimes eg the haft, and ſometimes 
the blade. 

Id. Smart. Well, Tom, to give the devil lis 
due, thou art a right woman's man. | 
Col. Odd fo! I have broke the hinge of my 
ſnuff-box; I'm undone beſides the loſs. | 
Miß. Aleck-a-day, colonel! I vow I had rather 
have found forty ſhillings. 

Neverout. Why, colonel; all that J can fay (o 
comfort you, is, that you muſt mend it with a new 
Eats 


Mife 
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Miſs laughs. 


Col. What, miſs! you can't laugh, but you muſt 


; ſhew your teeth. 


Miſs. I'm ſure you ſhew your teeth, when you 


can't bite: well, thus it muſt be, if we fell ale. 


Neverout. Miſs, you ſmell very tweet; 1 hope . 


you don't carry perfumes. 


Miſs. Perfumes! No, Sir; Td have you to 150 


it is nothing but the grain of my Kin. 


Col. Tom, you have a good noſe to make a Poor 
man's ſow. 7 
Id. Sparkiſh. So, ladies and gentlemen, me- 
thinks you are very witty upon one another: come, 
box it about; twill come to my father at laſt. 9 
5 Col. Why, my lord, you ſee miſs has no mercy ; . 
I with ſhe were marry'd; but I doubt the grey 


mare would prove the better horſe. 

Miſs. Well, God forgive you for that wiſh. 

Ld. Sparkiſh. Never fear him, miſs. 
Miſs. What, my lord, do you think I was born 


In a wood, to be afraid of an owl? 


Ld. Smart. What have you | to ſay to that, co- 


lonel? 


Neverout. O my land; my friend the colonel | 


| ſcorns to ſet his wit againſt a child. 
Miſs. Scornful dogs will eat dirty puddings. 
Col. Well, miſs; they ſay, a woman's tongue 


is the laſt thing about her that dies; therefore let's 


kiſs and be friends. 


Mr 2 Hands off! J that s meat for your maſter. : 
Ld, 
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T4. Sparkiſh. Faith, colonel, you are for ale and 


cakes : but after all, miſs, you are too ſevere; vou 


would not meddle with your match. 


Mie. All they can ſay, goes in at one car and 
out at t'other for me, I can aſſure you: only I wiſh 


they would be quiet, and let me drink my tea. 


Neverout. What! [ warrant you think all 1 18 loſt 


that goes beſide your own mouth. 


Miß. Pray, Mr. Neverout, hold your tongue 
for once, if it be poſlible ; ; one would think you 


were a woman in man's cloaths, by your prating. 


Neveroul. a, miſs; it 18 not handſome to ſee 


one hold one 8 tongue: beſides I ſhould llobber my 


fingers. 


Col. Miſs, 179 you never bar: that h Wo- 


men and a gooſe are enough to make a market? 
%. Pm ſure, if Mr. Neverout or you were 
among them, it would make a fair. 


F golman comes in. 


Lat Smart. Here, take away the tea-table, and 
bring up candles. 


Lady Anfw. O madam, no candles yet, 1 beſeech 


you; don't let us burn daylight. 


Neverout. I dare ſwear, miſs for her part will 


never burn day-bght, if the can help it. 

Mie. Lord, Mr. Neverout, one can't hear one's 
OWN Cars for you. 

Lady Smart. Indeed, madam, it is blind-man's 
holiday ; we ſhall ſoon be all of a colour. 
NMeverout. Why, then, miſs, we may kiſs where 
we like beſt. 


My: 
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Miß. Fogh ! theſe men talk of nothing but 
kiſſing. [ She ſpits. 


Neverout. What, miſs, does it make your mouth 
water? 


Lady Smart. It ! 19 48 good be in the dark as with- 


I out light; therefore pray bring in candles: they ſay, 


women and linen ſhew beſt by candle-light: come, 


| gentiemen, are you for a party at quadrille? 


Col. I'll make one with you three ladies. 
Lady Anfw. I'll fit down, and be a ſtander-by. 
Lady Smart. | to Lady An 20. TR does your 
| ladyſhip never play? 
Col. Nes; I ſuppoſe her ladyſhip Plays £ ſome- 
times for an egg at Eaſter. 
VMeverout. Ay; anda kiſs at Chriſtmas. 
Lady Anſw, Come, Mr. Neverout, hold your 


| tongue, and mind your knitting. 


Neverout. With all my heart ; Kiss my wiſe, and 


welcome. 


= The Colonel, Mr. Neverout, Lady Smart and Miſs 
90 10 quaarille, and fit there till three in the morn- 
ing. 
| The * riſe from cards. 
Lady Smart. Well, miſs, you ll have a fad huf- 
band, you have ſuch good luck at cards. 
3 Indeed, miſs, you dealt me ſad cards; 
if you deal ſo ill by your Friends, what will you do 


with your enemies ? 


Lady Anſw, I'm ſure tis time for honeſt folks 0 
be a-bed. 


Miss. Eaced my eyes I ſtraws. 


She's 
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She' 5 ln aſleep. 


Newverout. Why, miſe, if you fall aſleep, Wine 
body may get a pair of gloves. 
Col. I'm going to the land of Nod. 

Neverout. Faith, I'm for Bedfordſhire. 

Lady Smart, I'm ſure L ſhall ſleep without rock- 
ing. 

Neverout. Miss, 5 hope you" ng dream of your | 
ſweetheart. 

Miſs. Oh, no doubt of it: 1 believe [ ſhan' t be 
able to ſleep for dreaming of him. 

Col. [to Mz .] 3 ſhall I have the honour : 
to eſcort you? 1 : 
_ Miſs. No, colonel, 1 thank you; 1 my mamma 
has ſent her chair and footmen. Well, my lady 
Smart, I'll give Jen wee whenever you pleaſe. 


1 ootman comes in. 


F oolman. Madam, che chairs are waiting. 


They all rake their chairs, and 'go off 
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